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FIFTY  YEARS  LATER— TIIE  GRANDCHILDREN  OF  THE  SCHOOL 


;■  .'-a 


Left  to  Right  Diana  Mackenzie,  Daphne  Mackenzie.  Jane  Bourke,  Jill  Stikeman,  Jane  Yuile,  Ann  Yuile. 
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THE  PARENT  REPORT  AND  THE  STUDY 


(An  article  written  at  the  request  of  the  Editorial  Committee ) 


This  should  be  known  as  the  year  of  the  Parent  Report.  People  have  talked  about 
it,  written  articles  on  it,  held  meetings  to  discuss  it,  invited  speakers  to  explain  it. 
Some  have  even  read  it,  or  as  much  of  it  as  is  in  print.  Educators  have  gone  stan-y- 
eyed  with  enthusiasm  over  its  ideals  and  torn  their  hair  over  its  practical  applications. 
It  is  given  to  few  documents  to  be  so  explosive. 


Its  first  implication  is  that  it  forces  us,  as  nothing  has  ever  done,  to  see  ourselves 
in  perspective.  It  was  not  written  for  us.  We  are  a  fairly  small  unit  in  a  fairly  small 
minority  in  Quebec,  and  the  extent  of  the  quiet  revolution  is  not  obvious  from  the 
Boulevard.  The  situation  envisaged  by  the  Parent  Report  concerns  a  province-wide 
community.  You  have  to  read  the  figures  to  see  what  it  is  all  about.  In  the  past 
about  fifteen  percent  of  the  young  people  in  the  province  have  finished  high  school. 
To  give  everyone  the  opportunity  to  do  so,  with  the  added  opportunity  of  further 
training  for  earning  a  living  and  then  to  ensure  a  college  course  for  everyone  with 
the  wits  and  desire  to  take  it  is  a  tremendous  social  undertaking— a  society  lifting 
itself  by  its  bootstraps.  The  estimates  of  the  time  required  run  from  ten  to  twenty- 
five  years:  if  it  is  done  in  that  time  it  will  be  a  magnificent  achievement. 


There  are  several  sides  to  it.  The  best  of  the  past  and  present  educational  theory 
and  practice  will  -be  drawn  on  and  incorporated  into  a  system  in  a  province  which 
has  had  at  least  four  different  theories  and  all  kinds  of  practices.  At  the  same  time 
present  day  knowledge  does  not  stay  long  still  enough  to  incorporate  and  settle  any¬ 
thing:  the  whirling  world  of  science  and  technology  demands  constant  modification 
of  the  short-term  aims  and  processes.  All  this  has  to  happen  in  a  bicultural  society 
involved  in  a  political  crisis. 


This  is  not  only  considered  possible.  It  is  considered  certain  and  planned  for.  Three 
orange  volumes  of  planning  have  been  published  and  the  fourth  is  expected  in  the 
autumn.  It  will  deal  more  with  administration  and  less  with  education  and  it  will  be 
correspondingly  ignored  here.  Administration  is  not  a  stimulating  subject  and  the 
Parent  Report  is.  The  task  it  undertakes  is  so  tremendous  that  it  is  exciting  to  be  a 
part  of  it.  It  is  not  given  to  every  generation  to  sit  in  on  a  revolution. 


We  should  be  willing  to  fit  in  and  tug  at  our  own  bootstraps.  Here  are  our  own 
statistics.  Almost  everyone  finishes  high  school.  The  twenty  girls  of  the  leaving  Sixth 
Form  have  plans  as  follows:  sixteen  are  going  on  for  university  degrees;  one  wants 
a  teacher's  diploma,  one  the  diploma  of  a  registered  nurse:  two  want  the  decorating 
course  at  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts.  We  frequently  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  the 
admission  gained  for  selective  colleges  and  the  postgraduate  degrees  of  the  Old  Girls. 
None  of  this  is  in  any  way  endangered  by  the  discussions  now  being  held  in  the 
Department  of  Education  at  Quebec.  What  may  be  asked  of  us  is  simply  re-arrangement. 


This  article  would  be  easier  to  write  if  those  discussions  were  definitely  known.  As 
the  Chronicle  goes  to  press  at  the  beginning  of  May  the  educators  of  the  province, 
holding  countless  meetings  and  drinking  vast  quantities  of  coffee,  are  waiting  for 
information.  A  courteous  Department  passes  on  what  news  it  can,  but  the  various 
reports  are  still  passing  through  the  various  Committees.  (It  is  only  a  few  days  since 
we  sent  in  our  answer  for  the  questionnaire  on  students  finishing  school).  Therefore 
everything  that  follows  must  be  taken  as  hypothesis,  whose  other  name  is  reasonable 
guesswork.  This  is  what  I  think  is  likely  to  happen. 
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The  change  which  puts  Grade  VII  into  secondary  school  means  nothing  to  us 
except  that  we  can  remind  Lower  IV  more  frequently  that  they  are  big  girls  now. 
The  policy  of  options  is  at  home  here,  as  anyone  knows  who  has  hunted  for  a  room 
to  work  in  and  found  them  all  full  of  options.  What  we  should  like  to  know  and 
will  know  in  time  is  whether  there  might  be  different  combinations  of  subjects.  The 
suggestion  that  everyone  should  have  one  practical  option,  if  implemented,  is  quite 
manageable  in  a  school  of  this  type  provided  that  it  is  sensibly  chosen  with  an  eye 
to  the  future  interests  of  the  pupils.  I  have  seen  a  gilds’  school  with  youthful  potters 
in  the  attic  and  infant  carpenters  in  the  cellar.  In  our  courses  of  study  we  shall  just 
go  on  with  what  we  are  doing  and  possibly  do  more  with  more  variety.  There  is  no 
reason  to  believe  at  present  that  dead  uniformity  of  curriculum  will  be  desired.  In 
fact  dead  and  uniformity  are  naughty  words. 

It  is  almost  certain  that  some  change  is  coming  in  the  public  examinations  which 
admit  the  leaving  girls  to  the  courses  in  the  wider  world.  What  it  will  be  is  anybody’s 
guess.  That  we  can  adapt  to  it  is  reasonably  certain.  Intelligent  people  competently 
taught  can  learn  to  handle  any  type  of  examination.  A  school  with  a  strong  philosophy 
of  education  does  not  change  its  fundamental  programme:  it  merely  adds  new  techniques 
and  keeps  calm. 

The  most  significant  matter  for  us  and  the  most  difficult  to  assess  is  the  question 
of  the  Institutes.  That  is  still  at  the  discussion  stage  and  the  people  who  know  most 
will  say  least.  Therefore  we  must  plan  by  guesswork  and  I  can  only  give  a  couple 
of  basic  policies  already  decided.  If  all  the  girls  who  leave  from  Grade  XI  are  going 
to  spend  two  years  in  Institutes  they  will  not  spend  two  years  in  Grade  XI  here.  This 
would  mean  changes  at  Matriculation  level  and  in  the  arrangements  for  the  Sixth  Form. 
If  these  girls  are  not  going  to  Institutes  but  are  going  to  their  present  wide  choice 
of  colleges  we  will  keep  the  present  twelve-year  programme-keeping  the  Sixth  Form 
as  it  is,  our  substitute  for  an  Institute.  If  the  pattern  of  the  future  proves  to  be 
something  between  these  two  we  shall  play  it  by  ear,  simply  trying  to  ensure  that 
every  girl  gets  to  the  course  she  wants  without  being  old  and  grey  before  she  gets 
there.  For  the  forms  which  may  be  caught  midway  we  pin  our  faith  on  the  magic 
word  options.  In  the  subjects  certain  to  be  compulsory  they  have  been  quietly  pushed 
ahead  of  their  present  grades;  for  the  others  we  hope  to  do  sleight  of  hand  to  give 
them  either  enriched  education  or  skinny  minima,  whichever  they  may  prove  to  need 
I  view  this  with  less  apprehension  from  remembering  a  fairly  elaborate  options  pro¬ 
gramme  twenty  years  ago  in  Ontario. 

The  same  thing  holds  true  of  Subject  Promotion.  I  have  had  the  thing  without 
the  name— a  form  of  thirty  girls  on  nine  different  time  tables,  some  taking  subjects 
below  and  some  above.  In  a  school  as  small  as  The  Study  this  cannot  be  done  in  the 
same  way,  for  we  cannot  have  the  parallel  forms  and  parallel  teaching  which  makes 
it  possible.  We  can  however,  extend  our  present  policy  of  special  classes  or  coaching 
alone  or  in  groups  for  weak  subjects.  For  strong  ones,  a  girl  who  is  not  sufficiently 
challenged  can  always  be  encouraged  to  additional  and  more  advanced  work.  We,  the 
teachers,  would  be  delighted  with  her.  In  fact  our  system  of  education  as  handicraft 
rather  than  mass  production  makes  it  possible  to  have  a  good  equivalent  for  both 
extremes. 

For  the  philosophy  of  education  we  do  not  need  equivalents.  Miss  Gascoigne  said 
it  thirty  years  ago  and  we  are  used  to  it.  Goodness  knows  you  are  active.  The  en¬ 
couragement  of  the  individual  we  do  instinctively.  Freedom  to  experiment  we  have 
always  had,  and  freedom  of  expression  and  freedom  to  be  peculiar  if  we  like  it.  The 
broad,  free  atmosphere  of  the  Parent  report  existed  in  the  original  Study  and  the 
authorities  it  quotes  were  read  there.  But  the  Miss  Gascoigne  was,  by  all  accounts, 
a  high  explosive.  The  school  should  live  quite  happily  with  the  Parent  Report. 
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MISS  INGHAM 


Miss  Ingham  does  not  like  the  limelight.  She  would  not  have  her  picture  in  the 
Chronicle  and  she  always  gives  the  credit  for  everything  to  someone  else.  She  has 
chosen  to  say  very  little  about  the  fact  that  she  is  resigning  her  position  at  the  end 
of  August  and  would  probably  like  to  be  one  of  those  Arabs  in  the  poem  who  fold 
their  tents  and  silently  steal  away. 

This  cannot  happen  because  of  the  way  the  rest  of  us  feel  about  it.  The  school 
will  not  be  the  same  at  all  without  that  special  combination  of  kindness  and  firmness. 
Much  practice  with  nephews  and  a  niece  had  taught  her  just  the  tone  to  use  to  keep 
everyone  running  smoothly  on  the  straight  and  narrow  path.  She  has  very  little  use 
for  people  who  wander  in  circles  but  has  great  patience  with  newcomers  who  do 
not  know  what  to  do.  How  many  treasurers  she  has  taught  to  roll  pennies  and  to 
make  out  the  charity  cheques!  How  much  happy  nonsense  has  she  talked  with  the  B 
forms  as  they  brought  in  their  collection! 

For  years  she  was  the  Secretary  as  well  as  Bursar,  latterly  swamped  with  paper 
work  as  it  rained  forms  to  fill  out.  She  was  always  courteous  and  willing,  even  at 
six  or  seven  o’clock  in  the  evening.  There  was  a  little  standing  joke  about  the  im¬ 
possibility  of  prying  her  away  from  her  desk,  for  we  might  as  well  joke  about  it. 
There  was  a  little  joke  about  how  good  she  was  at  remembering  things  and  finding 
things.  The  thing  that  nobody  could  joke  about  was  her  perfect  discretion.  She  knew 
all  the  plans  before  they  could  be  mentioned  and  all  the  problems  which  it  was  more 
tactful  not  to  discuss  until  solutions  could  be  found.  No  one  ever  found  out  anything 
from  Miss  Ingham.  She  says  that  she  can  look  very  stupid. 

The  greater  part  of  her  work,  of  course,  has  been  done  in  realms  where  the  pupils 
never  penetrate,  where  the  school’s  books  are  kept  and  auditors  talk  in  professional 
tones.  There  are  also  the  days  when  the  Chairman  or  the  Treasurer  of  the  School 
come  in  to  talk  with  her  about  that  mysterious  thing  called  a  budget.  This  all  happens 
so  quietly  that  you  would  never  know  it  was  happening— but  it  is  not  unusual  at 
the  Corporation  meetings  for  one  of  the  officials  to  make  a  little  speech  about  how 
much  the  school  is  indebted  to  Miss  Ingham.  It  will  be  the  poorer  without  her. 


THE  TEA  PARTY 

The  clink  of  china  cups  and  spoons; 
The  gently  wafting  smell  of  lemon; 
The  tinkling  laugh  of  gracious  ladies; 
The  earnest  chat  about  small  things; 

Do  have  some  tea! 

But  did  you  hear- 
Delicious  cake! 

A  real  disgrace! 

Milk  or  lemon? 

They  say  she  didn’t- 
But  my  dear,  how  can  I  tell  you? 

The  rising  wave  of  trivial  chat; 

The  knowing  nod,  the  shaking  head; 
An  elegant  sufficiency; 

Do  come  again— it’s  been  such  fun. 


Prize-winning  poem  SALLY  GRIFFIN 
Upper  School  Upper  Five 


TEACHING  STAFF 


Head  Mistress 

Miss  Katharine  Lamont,  B.A.,  M.A. 

University  of  Toronto  and  Oxford  University 


Vice-Principal 

Miss  Mary  Marshall,  B.A.,  M.A. 

Dalhousie  University 


Miss  R.  Beaumier 

Premiere  Medaille  de  Solfege,  Conservatoire  de  la  Province  de  Quebec 

Miss  R.  B.  Blanchard,  L.R.S.M.,  A.T.C.M. 

Toronto  Conservatory  of  Music 

Miss  Charlotte  Foster,  B.A. 

McGill  University 

Mme  J.  Girardin 

Baccalaureat,  Universite  de  Paris  (Sorbonne) 

Mme  J.  A.  Kebedgy 

Licence  d’enseignement  du  Conservatoire  de  Lausanne 

Mrs.  M.  Lennard 

National  Froebel  Foundation  Teaching  Certificate 

Mme  R.  Le  Prince 
Miss  M.  S.  Malachowski 

Diploma  of  the  Teachers'  Training  College,  Breslau,  Germany 

Miss  E.  McGreevy,  B.A. 

Mount  Allison  University 

Miss  Francine  Panet-Raymond,  B.A. 

University  of  Montreal 

Mme  R.  Perera 

Brevet  Elementaire,  France 

Miss  Hazel  Perkin 

Teaching  Certificate  of  the  Institute  of  Education,  London  University 

Mrs.  G.  E.  Reiffenstein,  B.A. 

Dalhousie  University 

Mrs.  A.  J.  Reynolds,  B.A. 

University  of  London 

Mrs.  H.  R.  Scott,  B.A. 

Wooster  College 

Mrs.  L.  Scyner 

Teaching  Certificate,  University  of  Birmingham 

Mrs.  S.  Singh,  B.A.,  T.T.C. 

University  of  Punjab,  India 

Miss  Edna  Tedeschi 

Diploma  Montreal  Museum  of  Fine  Arts 

Mrs.  W.  Tyson 

Teaching  Certificate  of  the  Institute  of  Education,  University  of  Liverpool 


Violin 

Piano 

History 

French 

French 

Upper  A 

French 

German 

Geography 
Music 
French 
Lower  A 
Mathematics 
English 
Science 
Lower  B 
Upper  B 
Art 

Physical  Education 


(Editorial  Section 


'Alle  is  buxumnesse  there,  and  bookes  for  to  red  and  to  lerne, 

And  great  love  and  lykinge  for  each  of  hem  loveth  other.  ” 

Piers  Plowman 


Head  Girl . KATHY  KERRIGAN 

Sub-Heads . BETTYE  FINNIE 

. LYNN  MARKHAM 

Games  Captain . MARY  PAT  STEPHENS 


PREFECTS 


SUZIE  BRYANT  KATHY  KERRIGAN 

BETTYE  FINNIE  LYNN  MARKHAM 

ROSLYN  HORWOOD  MARY  PAT  STEPHENS 

EDITOR 

XENIA  KIRKPATRICK 

EDITORIAL  COMITTEE 

NORA  HAGUE 
CATHY  JARVIS 
KATHY  KERRIGAN 


JORIE  ADAMS 
PEGI BATES 
LIZETTE  GILDAY 


Constant  change  is  the  dominant  feature  of  the  world  we  live  in  today,  and  Quebec, 
despite  its  traditional  individualism,  is  no  exception  to  the  general  rule.  Of  particular 
interest  to  the  student  is  the  educational  revolution  which  is  now  taking  place  in  our 
province.  We  cannot  yet,  of  course,  say  with  absolute  certainty  what  its  final  results 
will  be  but  we  all  realize  that  it  will  involve  considerable  adjustments  in  the  educa¬ 
tional  system  that  cannot  fail  to  affect  the  Study. 

The  Study,  which  this  year  celebrates  its  fiftieth  anniversary,  has  reason  to  be 
proud  of  its  adaptability  and  the  ease  with  which  it  has  taken  changes  in  its  stride 
so  far.  Whatever  adjustments  in  the  old  order  the  next  few  years  may  bring  to  our 
school,  we  know  that  it  will  meet  the  challenges  with  its  strong  school  spirit  and 
confidence  coping  with  difficulties  capably  and  with  the  sense  of  humour  that  makes 
mole-hills  out  of  mountains.  The  ability  to  keep  things  in  their  proper  perspective 
is  a  Study  asset  whose  influence  is  felt  most  strongly  when  problems  arise.  (This 
year  at  bazaar  time  it  was  an  important  factor  in  preserving  our  sanity.) 

But  however  far-reaching  the  proposed  educational  reforms  may  be,  they  can 
touch  only  the  surface  of  the  school.  The  love  and  appreciation  of  learning  which 
the  Study  has  always  instilled  in  its  students  is  the  most  important  thing  we  shall 
carry  away  away  from  the  school  this  June.  The  Study  encourages  each  of  its  students 
to  develop  her  individual  talents  and  character  and  stimulates  natural  curiosity  so  that 
pupils  enjoy  undertaking  independent  work.  The  Study’s  purpose  has  never  been 
solely  to  teach  its  students  enough  facts  to  enable  them  to  pass  exams  but  rather  to 
develop  each  girl's  whole  mind  and  spiiit.  The  high  standards  it  expects  and  receives 
has  given  us  a  moral  as  well  as  intellectual  education.  If  we  can  keep  that  desire  and 
love  for  knowledge  that  we  have  gained  here,  our  lives  will  be  richer  and  more 
rewarding  for  it. 
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Left  to  Right  Mary  Pal  Stephens,  Kathy  Kerrigan,  Lynn  Markham,  Sue  Bryant,  Bettye  Finnie,  Roslyn  Horwood. 


KATHY  KERRIGAN 

"Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved  without 
enthusiasm” 

How  can  a  girl  laugh,  joke,  and  at  the  same  time  exert 
an  unquestioned  authority?  We  don’t  know  but  Kathy, 
who  was  gifted  with  this  talent,  finds  no  difficulty 
in  doing  so. 

As  head  girl  this  year  Kathy  has  shown  unbounded 
enthusiasm  in  every  aspect  of  school  life.  In  sports  her 
spirit  as  well  as  her  ability  have  made  her  a  valuable 
member  of  many  school  teams.  Although  she  is  not  a 
member  of  the  art  class  Kathy  must  believe  she  has 
a  hidden  talent,  for  our  sixth  form  walls  are  constantly 
being  hung  with  her  latest  designs. 

Love  Kathy,  love  her  camera— or  the  candid  shot  she 
takes  of  you  .  .  .!  This  refers  to  "Kerrigan’s”  obsession 
with  picture  taking.  At  school,  at  home,  at  work,  or  at 
play— Smile— you’re  on  Kathy’s  camera. 


BETTYE  FINNIE 

"No a,  we  don't  want  to  do  that ” 

Every  morning  amid  the  chatter  and  laughter  of  the 
sixth  form  Bettye  can  be  seen  stretched  out  comfortably 
on  the  sofa— fast  asleep.  When  she  is  not  sleeping  she 
is  busy  helping  Kathy  and  Lynn  as  co-subhead  of  the 
school.  Last  year  she  won  the  creativity  prize  for  her 
artistic  talent.  Examples  of  her  skill  have  decorated 
our  sitting  room  walls  this  year.  Bettye’s  Scottish 
blood  may  account  for  her  ability  to  control  her 
emotions.  However,  if  she  does  give  vent  to  her 
feelings,  she  leaves  us  in  no  doubt  of  her  opinion. 
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LYNN  MARKHAM 

"I  remember,  I  remember"  .  .  .  what  Lynn'1 
Lynn’s  contagious  laughter  from  the  back  of  the  room 
during  algebra  class  relieves  us  from  our  Monday  blues 
and  she  soon  has  us  all  looking  forward  to  Tuesday 
and  another  algebra  period.  Her  facial  expressions  in 
basketball  send  us  all  into  convulsions.  She  leads  her 
team  to  victory  by  disabling  her  opponents  with  mirth. 
Though  her  traffic  ticket  proves  her  an  inefficient 
driver,  she  is  one  of  the  most  capable  members  of  the 
class  and  her  enthusiasm  for  any  job  she  undertakes 
is  overwhelming.  We  wish  her  all  the  luck  in  the 
world  next  year  wherever  she  may  be. 


JORIE  ADAMS 

"A  gentle  word,  a  kind  look,  a  good-natured  smile 
can  work  wonders  and  accomplish  miracles.  ” 
Jorie’s  hard  work  is  an  inspiration  to  the  class  and  her 
ready  smile  is  welcome  in  her  voluntary  work  at  the 
Children’s  Service  Center  and  in  the  school  library.  A 
member  of  the  magazine  committee,  .Jor  can  often  be 
found  engrossed  in  the  analyzing  of  a  lower  third’s 
poem.  She  is  an  avid  downhill  skier,  but  in  "inspiring 
country”  she  is  swifter  at  cross-country. 

Piggo,  piggere,  squeeli,  gruntum  .  .  .  with  such  a  knack 
for  languages  it  is  no  wonder  that  Jorie  plans  to  major 
in  them  at  college. 


MARGARET  BALLANTYNE 

" Idleness  is  an  appendix  to  nobility" 

Margy  divides  her  time  among  studying  the  fine  arts, 
singing,  playing  the  guitar,  dancing,  painting,  and 
relating  to  us  historical  facts  of  the  utmost  importance 
—"Napoleon  crossed  the  Alps  via  the  St.  Bernard  pass.” 
Although  she  has  achieved  good  academic  standing, 
(she  is  going  to  the  Universite  de  Montreal  this  summer 
and  next  year  to  the  Museum  of  Fine  Arts),  during 
exams  she  was  always  able  to  tell  us  the  latest  event  in 
the  life  of  Iliya  Kuriakin.  As  sub-head  of  Mu  Gamma 
and  lead  guitar  player  of  the  Sixth  form  she  has 
been  a  valuable  member  of  our  class. 
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BEVERLEY  BIRKS 

"There  teas  a  little  girl  who  had  a  little  earl  right 
in  the  middle  of  her  forehead.  ” 

In  1815  ....  E  -  me2,  ''To  bo  or  not  to  be”  ...  as 
Rev  goes  mumbling  down  the  hall.  In  math  Rev 
usually  finds  the  long  way  of  solving  a  problem 
easier  than  the  shorter  method,  but  solve  it  she  does. 
Every  Thursday  Rev  gives  the  Sixth  Form  a  modern 
jazz  dancing  lesson.  Modern  dancing  is  only  one  of  the 
many  things  she  finds  time  for  hi  between  her  studies. 
Rev  is  a  member  of  the  first  tennis  team  and  we  won 
the  cup  too!  Just  now  Rev  is  trying  to  decide  whether 
to  attend  Cornell  or  Middlebury  next  year. 


SUSIE  BRYANT 

"Despite  the  inducements  of  many  a  male  I'll  still 
be  Florence  Nightingale.  ” 

Sue’s  steady  high  marks  and  athletic  ability  made  her 
sports  captain  and  head  of  her  house,  as  well  as  a 
prefect  of  the  school.  Her  quiet  nature  and  friendly 
laugh  have  made  her  a  popular  member  of  the  class. 
In  the  sitting  room  we  sometimes  find  Sue  in  serious 
hard  work,  but  more  often  doubled  over  on  the  floor 
in  uncontrollable  laughter  livening  up  the  group  on 
even  the  bluest  Monday.  Doing  volunteer  work  at  the 
Children’s  Hospital  every  week.  Sue  is  already  well 
acquainted  with  her  future  career  of  nursing,  and  is 
sure  to  succeed  in  all  she  attempts. 


PENNY  DOLMAN 

"I  hare  often  contemplated  suicide  beforeexams  but 
could  never  decide  what  to  wear  .  .  . 

Our  cheerfully  efficient  school  treasurer  is  a  veiy  well 
groomed  sophisticated  young  lady  who  daily  mounts 
the  Study  steps  slightly  preceeded  by  a  pah  of  dark 
glasses.  Penny  has  many  talents.  She  masters  the  cold 
realistic  facts  of  math  and  provides  comic  relief  to  the 
oppressed  students  of  the  physics  class,  and  yet,  she 
is  an  imaginative  and  creative  artist. 

'this  June  Penny  graduates  after  twelve  years  at  the 
Study.  Her  ambition  is  a  career  in  science,  enriched 
by  a  physical  fitness  program  which  will  be  initiated 
and  completed  by  having  a  manual  gear  shift  put  in 
her  car. 
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CAROL  FRUEH 

"What!  Me  study?  ” 

The  most  recent  addition  to  our  class,  Carol  has 
become  the  Sixth  Form  authority  on  all  the  technical 
terms  of  English  grammar,  American  customs,  and  the 
hazards  of  New  Hampshire  mountain  climbing.  Her 
versatility,  (of  which  dexterity  on  the  violin  and 
fluent  Norwegian  are  examples),  and  her  continuous 
success  leaves  us  all  breathless  and  full  of  envy.  Carol 
can  forever  be  heard  relaying  stories  about  treacherous 
mountain  expeditions  .  .  .  and  other  expeditions.  We 
feel  sure  that  after  finishing  four  years  of  life  at  Smith 
Carol  will  win  the  hearts  of  the  children  she  plans  to 
teach. 


GAIL  GENTLES 

" A  smile  is  a  crooked  line  that  sets  everything 
straight.  ” 

Gail’s  flamboyant  personality  ignites  into  a  fire  of 
enthusiasm  when  it  comes  to  sports,  music  and  aid. 
With  a  combination  of  talent  and  agility  she  has 
become  a  player  on  both  the  first  basketball  team  and 
the  volleyball  team,  a  leader  of  the  altos,  and  an  active 
member  in  art.  Her  gay  and  amicable  disposition  has 
won  her  the  friendship  and  trust  of  many.  Add  to  this 
her  genuine  concern  for  others  and  there  can  be  no 
doubt  of  her  popularity.  Her  aim  for  next  year  is  to 
study  physiotherapy  at  McGill.  We  are  sure  that  her 
personality  will  be  as  useful  as  her  training  in  the 
rehabilitation  of  her  patients. 


LIZETTE  GILDAY 

"I'm  not  always  like  this  girls” 

Lizette’s  enthusiasm  sometimes  overwhelms  her. 
Lizette  is  the  only  member  of  the  Sixth  form  who 
started  reviewing  for  her  matrics  in  grade  nine.  We 
laugh  now  but  we  won’t  in  June  when  she  tops  us 
with  a  first  class  in  history. 

The  times  we’ve  been  sent  into  fits  of  laughter  over 
her  imitations  of  sheep  may  indicate  that  Liz  has  more 
than  her  share  of  personality  as  well  as  an  interesting- 
background. 

Interesting  classroom  discussions  or  Sixth  Form  room 
"S.S.”  arguments  invariably  feature  Lizette,  who  has  an 
intelligent  remark  to  add  to  everything. 

After  a  summer  in  Europe  she  will  settle  down  at  McGill 
where  her  bubbling,  bouncing  personality  can’t  help 
but  win  her  many  many  friends. 
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ROSLYN  HORWOOD 

"Still  waters  run  deep" 

Rozie  has  been  here  with  us  for  only  three  years  but 
in  this  time  she  has  gained  the  respect  of  the  whole 
school  and  has  contributed  greatly  to  our  class  spirit. 
As  a  prefect  this  year,  Roz  has  quietly  but  efficiently 
performed  her  duties.  Although  Rozie’s  ambition  to 
write  and  her  lengthy  research  are  not  appreciated  by 
some,  we  all  admire  her  enthusiastic  support  of  ath¬ 
letics.  Next  year,  complete  with  smile  and  back-draft 
laugh,  Roz  will  bounce  through  Roddick  Gates  in  Great 
Expectations  of  conquest  (in  studying,  of  course!). 


CATHY  JARVIS 

"How  did  you  say  you  fixed  a  hole  in  a  siveater?  ” 
During  Cathy’s  many  studies  she  can  usually  be  found 
in  the  sitting  room  regaling  us  with  stories  of  the 
latest  news  from  McGill.  Nevertheless,  she  works  hard 
and  is  always  amazing  us  with  her  perseverance.  Going 
to  and  from  school  for  lunch  is  Cathy’s  way  of  keeping 
trim.  Under  her  gay  and  humorous  nature  she  is 
sincere  and  patient.  She  tries  to  teach  Sue  to  play  the 
piano  and  her  patience  will  certainly  stand  her  in  good 
stead  for  her  teaching  career.  Cathy  is  sure  to  succeed 
and  we  wish  her  the  best  of  luck  in  the  future. 


XENIA  KIRKPATRICK 

"He  is  a  fool  who  thinks  by  force  or  skill 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will.  ” 
Individuality  is  one  of  Xenia’s  most  dominant  charac- 
teristics-readily  evident  in  her  algebra  exercise  book. 
Her  linguistic  ability  and  enthusiastic  arguments  have 
provided  the  class  with  delightful  distractions.  As  a 
leader  of  the  "S.S.”,  Xenia  has  given  us  much  helpful 
advice.  A  fresh  air  fiend,  she  can  be  found  taking  a 
leisurely  constitutional  at  nine  o’clock  in  the  morning. 
She  has  devoted  a  great  deal  of  time  and  effort  to 
successfully  producing  the  65  edition  of  the  Study 
Chronicle. 
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CLAIRE  MARLER 

"Mathematics  makes  men  subtle.  ” 

One  of  the  less  boisterous  "candidates”,  Claire  amuses 
us  with  her  subtle  humour.  Her  keen  house  spirit  is 
contagious  and  her  enthusiasm  often  results  in  the 
nursing  of  a  broken  nail.  Claire  is  one  of  the  few 
members  of  the  class  whose  nerves  remain  unshattered 
before  an  algebra  exam.  However,  she  is  always  ready 
to  help  us— the  less  gifted.  It  is  understandable  that 
we  have  given  her  the  purse  strings  to  carry.  As  a 
commerce  student  at  McGill  next  year,  Claire  will  be 
attacking  economics— and  additional  things. 


HOLLY  NELSON 

"Let  me  entertain  you  ” 

Whether  by  serenading  us  with  her  version  of  a 
hit-parade  song  or  by  demonstrating  her  dramatic 
talents.  Holly  has  continually  provided  us  with  top 
quality  entertainment.  Her  effervescent  personality 
has  been  a-contributing  factor  in  making  this  a  year 
we  shall  remember  more  for  happy  times  than  hard 
work.  Beta  Lambda  made  a  good  choice  in  Holly  as 
games  captain  for  she  excels  in  all  aspects  of  sports 
and  gymnastics. 

Holly,  racing  up  the  stairs  two  minutes  before  the  first 
bell,  is  a  familiar  sight.  On  such  mornings  she  makes 
good  use  of  her  gift  for  rhetoric.  With  her  carefree 
and  philosophic  attitude  towards  life  it  is  no  wonder 
that  Holly  is  so  well  liked  by  the  class. 


CATHY  PETERS 

"Sing  along  with  Cath!" 

Cathy  is  the  most  enthusiastic  member  of  the  Study 
choir  and  .  .  .  never  misses  a  cue  to  display  her— 
musical  talents? 

Aside  from  knowing  almost  every  historical  fact  re¬ 
corded  in  Shevill,  whipping  up  a  dress  in  about  sixty 
minutes,  and  participating  in  sports,  she  also  fits  in 
winter  sailing  lessons  (of  all  things)  and  goes  to  the 
Service  Centre  weekly  to  help  out  with  the  children. 
We  may  conclude  that  she  is  an  extremely  active  and 
well  organized  girl. 

Her  perpetually  cheerful  disposition,  which  succeeds 
in  thoroughly  annoying  the  class  on  "Blue  Mondays”, 
will  always  be  a  great  asset  to  her.  The  Study  this 
year  is  losing  a  very  keen  supporter. 
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JOEL  POOTMANS 

"I  feel  sorry  for  any  man  who  hasn  7  the  imagination 
to  spell  a  word  two  ways.  ” 

.  .  .  10:00  A.M.  .  .  .I'm  sorry  I’m  late  but  the  train  broke 
down,  the  bus  had  an  accident,  and  I  dropped  my  books 
on  the  way  up  the  stairs!  Commuting  everyday  from 
Laval  —  sur  —  le  —  lac  has  been  a  true  test  of  Joel’s 
patience  but  she  has  managed  it  since  Upper  A  with 
incredible  ease  and  capability.  This  quality  along  with 
her  ability  to  make  a  Study  tunic  look  like  a  Dior 
creation  has  caused  much  envy  among  her  fellow 
Sixthformers.  Joel  also  helps  to  keep  the  weekly  art 
classes  in  full  swing  for  she  is  constantly  producing 
masterpieces.  This  summer  she  will  be  going  to  Europe, 
St.  Germain  being  her  main  objective.  We  all  wish 
Joel  luck  and  hope  that  she  will  enjoy  art  school 
this  fall. 


ANGELA  PYKE 

"Order  19—1  don't  like  it!" 

After  a  rigorous  regime  of  yogurt  and  exercises  Angela 
might  well  call  our  sitting  room  her  health  studio.  Her 
determination  and  iron  will  should  put  the  rest  of  us 
to  shame.  Her  ability  for  speaking  French,  gained  at 
Laval  in  Quebec  city  last  summer,  is  something  we  all 
envy  her.  Angela  is  never  without  an  opinion,  regardless 
of  the  subject  at  hand.  She  babbles  and  sings  her  way 
through  school  much  to  the  entertainment  of  the  rest 
of  us.  She  is  a  very  industrious  worker  and  we  all 
hope  that  her  enthusiasm  will  help  her  find  time  to 
take  up  sewing  next  year. 


MARY  PAT  STEPHENS 

" Once  there  was  a  prophecy  of  great  things  .  .  .  well 
anyway  here  I  am.  ” 

Mary  Pat  arrived  talking  in  Lower  B  and  has  rarely 
stopped  talking  since.  She  has  constantly  amused  us 
with  her  wild  ambitions  to  go  to  Australia.  We  are  not 
quite  sure  where  she  will  turn  up  next  year  but  we 
know  it  will  not  be  in  whale  country.  Mary  Pat  has 
a  definite  dislike  of  whales. 

This  year  she  succeeded  in  getting  her  driving  license. 
Much  to  Lynn’s  dismay  it  was  without  her  patient 
(??!')  help.  Perhaps  that  is  why  she  GOT  it.  As  Games 
Captain  Mary  Pat  has  spread  her  enthusiasm  throughout 
the  school.  Because  of  her  efficiency  and  dependability 
she  was  elected— prefect  and  head  of  Kappa  Rho. 
We  wish  her  all  the  luck  in  her  future  career  of  nursing. 


14 


TO  THE  SIXTH  FORM 


At  last  you  have  arrived,  you’re  here! 

At  the  beginning  of  that  special  year. 

From  the  Lower  B  to  the  Upper  V 
You  seemed  to  be  Oh  so  wise. 

Girls  of  the  Sixth  must  set  the  example 
Helping  children  lost  in  the  scramble. 

The  year  is  full  of  surprises  and  fun 
Never  forgetting  there’s  work  to  be  done. 

A  Bazaar  in  the  fall,  a  lower  school  party 
Are  two  examples  of  the  year’s  hilarity. 

The  Christmas  concert  has  special  meaning 
'Cause  this  time  next  year  you  won’t  be  singing. 

The  end  of  the  year  and  matrics  come  too  soon 
But  not  before  the  closing  in  June. 

And  then  you  will  go  your  separate  ways, 

Lose  contact  with  friends  of  your  old  school  days. 

But  always  remember,  wherever  you  roam 
The  Study  will  be  there  to  welcome  you  home. 

LYNN  MARKHAM,  Sixth  Form 


NEVER  AGAIN! 


Never  again  will  I  enter  the  Shadowy  Forest  alone,  especially  in  the  month  of 
January  when  there  is  a  blue  moon.  For  this  is  the  time  when  the  cruel  winter  elves 
are  at  work.  While  there  is  a  blue  moon  they  control  the  wind  and  snow. 

I  learnt  about  these  cruel  elves  one  day  while  walking  in  the  Shadowy  Forest. 
I  had  been  sent  on  an  errand  and  was  returning  home  when  it  started  to  snow.  Very 
soon  there  was  a  fierce  storm.  The  snow  blew  in  my  eyes  so  that  I  could  not  see, 
and  I  missed  the  path  which  led  towards  home,  and  followed  another  one,  which  led 
into  the  depth  of  the  forest. 

I  had  been  walking  for  quite  a  while  when  I  saw  a  light  ahead.  I  quickened  my 
pace  and  soon  I  reached  a  clearing.  Nearby  stood  a  tree  surrounded  by  a  strange 
glow.  I  looked  closely  at  the  tree  and  found  a  door  in  the  trunk.  After  crawling  through 
the  door  I  found  myself  in  an  enormous  room  filled  with  elves,  who  were  eating  and 
drinking.  One  of  them  asked  me  who  I  was.  I  told  them  my  name  and  how  I  happened 
to  be  there.  Then  the  elves  told  me  I  must  stay  there  and  work  for  them  until  they 
set  me  free. 

There  was  no  escape,  so  I  began  to  work  for  the  elves.  I  had  to  help  by  sharpening 
the  wind  until  it  felt  like  hundreds  of  tiny  spears  causing  frostbite  on  toes  and  faces, 
watering  the  paths  so  they  would  freeze  and  cause  accidents,  making  snowdrifts  to 
block  the  roads,  and  many  other  chores. 

One  day  the  wind-shax*peners  did  not  work  and  the  sun  began  to  shine.  All  the 
elves  went  outside  to  make  sure  the  snow  was  not  melting.  They  forgot  about  me  and 
I  managed  to  slip  quietly  away  without  being  noticed.  I  ran  all  the  way  home  as 
fast  as  I  could. 

Nobody  believed  my  tale  when  I  got  home,  but  1  shall  always  be  afraid  that  the 
elves  will  come  and  take  me  back  to  their  home  in  the  Shadowy  Forest.  That  is  why 
I  shall  never  go  there  again. 


MARGARET  DE  JONG,  Upper  Third 
Third  Forms'  Essay  Prize 
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EDUCATION 


The  other  day  a  person  told  me  that  education  was  the  learning  of  a  small  part 
of  God’s  wisdom,  or,  as  you  may  have  it,  the  learning  of  a  fragment,  the  merest 
fragment,  of  the  unknown  truth. 

I  had  never  thought  of  it  in  that  way  before.  To  all  of  us,  education  has  seemed 
to  be  the  stepping  stone  between  childhood  and  adulthood,  dependence  on  our  parents 
and  independence  from  them.  It  has  always  been  connected  with  a  career,  which 
ultimately  results  in  the  income  of  money  for  one’s  own  benefit.  In  other  words, 
education  is  the  door  to  the  business  world  and  a  means  by  which  to  gain  personal 
wealth.  It  has  become  the  survival  kit  of  every  person  wanting  success  in  the  material 
world. 

But,  returning  to  this  unknown  truth,  come  away  from  this  modern  conception 
of  education  and  see  it  as  it  really  is.  Education  is  the  starting  point  and  first  stage 
of  the  route  towards  universal  truth.  Through  education  each  person  can  acquire 
an  understanding  of  himself  and  his  world,  and  thereby  benefit  his  mind,  rather 
than  his  pocket. 

To  see  this,  take  a  look  at  what  we  are  doing  in  school  today.  Biology  and  history 
are  two  very  obvious  steps  towards  understanding  ourselves  and  our  world,  so  let 
us  reason  with  one  of  the  less  apparent  subjects,  like  languages. 

Each  person  speaks  a  native  tongue,  it  usually  being  the  first  he  or  she  learns. 
For  the  greater  number  of  us  English  is  that  language.  In  a  similar  manner  is  French 
for  the  French,  and  was  Latin  for  the  Romans,  but  French  and  Latin  are  not  taught 
just  to  enable  us  to  converse  with  our  friends  in  two  more  languages,  or  to  help 
us  when  we  are  in  foreign  countries.  The  purpose  of  learning  these  languages  is  to 
gain  a  deeper  knowledge  of  the  people  who  speak  them  as  their  mother  tongue. 
Through  a  better  knowledge  of  their  language  it  is  possible  to  find  out  more  about 
the  people  and  consequently,  better  understand  their  way  of  life.  Bringing  it  closer 
to  home,  it  seems  then,  odd  though  it  sounds,  that  when  we  study  French  and  Latin 
we  are,  in  fact,  studying  the  English  of  the  French  and  Roman  people,  and  through 
these  languages  we  are  brought  closer  to  the  ultimate  truth  about  the  world  and 
her  people. 

Games  have  always  seemed  to  be  a  break  from  education  but,  actually,  they  play 
an  important  part  in  it.  Team  games  develop  good  sportsmanship  and  an  appreciation 
of  one’s  fellow  players,  which,  later,  grows  into  an  appreciation  of  one’s  fellow  citizens. 
Co-operation  and  goodwill  also  stem  from  games.  In  a  classroom  each  person  is 
working  for  herself,  and  not  until  she  is  forced  to  work  or  play  with  others  are  these 
qualities  brought  out  in  her. 

Education  comes  in  many  forms,  of  some  of  which  we  are  often  unaware.  When 
a  girl  is  in  school  or  at  home,  she  gains  more  than  book-learning,  good  manners, 
and  culture.  In  both  these  places  she  is  subjected  to  other  people  and  their  ideas, 
perhaps  ones  which  are  contrary  to  her  own.  But  her  need  for  friendship  allows 
her  to  overlook  or  tolerate  these  differences,  and  from  this  point  her  first  powers 
of  understanding  begin  to  develop.  Her  new  feeling  of  love  for  her  friends  brings 
out  goodness,  gentleness,  generosity,  and  honesty,  all  qualities  necessary  for  her 
to  get  along  with  other  people. 

Not  all  education  can  be  learnt  voluntarily— a  great  deal  of  it  comes  through 
experience.  Various  situations,  such  as  trials  and  tragedies  among  families  and  friends, 
develop  thinking  and  reasoning  abilities,  usually  further  than  any  book-learning  could. 
They  also  start  the  growth  of  a  sense  of  responsibility  and  respect  towards  others, 
courage  in  one’s  self,  and  an  awareness  of  life  and  reality. 

There  is  one  project  that  never  ends,  and  that  is  education.  It  goes  on  long  after 
school  and  college  are  finished,  for  its  supply  of  new  knowledge  can  never  be  exhausted, 
since  its  source  is  a  higher,  divine  truth.  Every  time  we  see,  do,  hear,  or  feel  something 
new,  we  increase  our  knowledge,  and  by  this  knowledge  we  bring  ourselves  that 
much  closer  to  the  ultimate  truth  and  understanding. 
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The  one  thing  that  must  always  be  remembered  is  that  education  is  not  presented 
to  us  on  a  silver  platter.  It  is  always  there,  though,  in  everything  we  do,  waiting 
to  be  noticed  and  taken  in;  so  all  we  must  do  is  to  keep  an  open  eye  and  an  open 
mind,  and  be  ready  to  accept  it. 

Prize  Winning  Speech  ANDREA  THOMPSON,  Upper  Fifth 


STAFF  NOTES 

This  year  we  welcomed  three  new  teachers  to  the  school:  Mrs. Tyson,  Madame 
Perera,  and  Mrs.  Kinsman. 

Mrs.  Tyson  has  had  an  energetic  effect  on  the  school  and  has  filled  the  gym 
with  backflips,  handstands,  and  cartwheels.  As  well  as  developing  our  co-ordination 
Mrs.  Tyson's  lessons  have  improved  our  French,  a  language  she  speaks  fluently. 

Madame  Perera,  who  has  been  in  Canada  only  five  years,  was  educated  in  Egypt. 
She  speaks  a  variety  of  languages,  including  Arabic.  Those  who  study  Geography 
with  her  improve  their  French  as  well,  for  she  teaches  this  course  in  French. 

Mrs.  Scott  will  be  on  leave  of  absence  next  year.  She  has  a  grant  from  the  National 
Science  Foundation  and  will  be  going  back  to  Brown  University  for  postgraduate 
work.  Miss  Wightman,  who  will  replace  her,  is  a  friend  of  Mrs.  Scott  and  has  been 
teaching  in  Montreal.  She  is  interested  in  the  Canadian  Independent  School  system 
and  has  come  to  try  it  before  returning  to  Scotland. 

Miss  McGreevy  is  leaving  Montreal  for  Ottawa,  where  she  has  been  offered  a 
post  with  the  government. 

Miss  Jones,  who  has  endured  our  sharps  and  flats  so  patiently  during  music 
lessons,  is  leaving  us  this  June  to  be  married.  She  is  moving  to  Vancouver.  We 
shall  all  miss  her. 

Miss  Blanchard  is  recovering  nicely  from  her  operation.  She  is  in  the  Montreal 
Convalescent  Hospital  and  will  have  to  stay  there  until  June.  Mrs.  Kinsman  has 
continued  Miss  Blanchard’s  work  with  her  piano  pupils. 

Mrs.  Scyner  is  leaving  to  be  with  her  husband  the  Rev.  Mr.  Scyner,  who  has 
been  reassigned  elsewhere.  She  will  be  replaced  by  Mrs.  Kissling,  from  New  Zealand. 

Miss  Moore  and  Miss  Ingham  have  moved  offices,  Miss  Moore,  after  taking  a 
typing  course  during  the  summer,  is  secretary  of  the  school  and  has  moved  into 
Miss  Ingham's  former  office.  Miss  Ingham  has  moved  upstairs  and  now  holds  the 
post  of  Bursar  and  Secretary  of  the  corporation. 

We  wish  success  and  happiness  in  the  coming  year  to  all  the  members  of  the  staff. 

The  school  offers  its  sympathy  to  Mrs.  Kinsman  on  the  sudden  death  of  her 
husband. 


NORA  HAGUE 
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Back  Row  Patty  Pepall,  Virginia  Nonnenman,  Ann  Markham,  Sue  Bryant,  Margaret  Ballantyne,  Sally  Griffin, 
Sally  Nelson,  Diana  Pepall.  Fifth  Row  Nora  Hague,  Cathy  Campbell,  Jill  Moll,  Judy  Johnston,  Ann  Thurn  Julia 
Keefer,  Sally  Sharp.  Fourth  Row:  Wendy  Hampson,  Janet  Holden,  Joan  Moll,  Wendy  Kyles,  Ann  Johnson,  Jane 
Stikeman,  Janet  Bentley,  Katrina  Maclean.  Third  Row  Edith  Bottomley,  Verian  Laxton,  Kathy  Stewart,  Shelagh 
Maclean,  Gail  Flintoft,  Sally  Pepall,  Dagmar  Gray,  Kathy  Keefer,  Second  Row:  Margot  Svenningson,  Leslie  Bankes, 
Susan  Nelson,  Daphne  Mackenzie,  Margot  Louis,  Debbie  Matheson,  Diana  Mackenzie.  First  Row:  Janet  Saunderson, 
Linda  Sutherland,  Jill  Campbell,  Susan  Johnson,  Judy  Elder,  Sally  Svenningson. 

Absent— Kathy  Kerrigan 


MU  GAMMA 


Problem  One:  To  win  the  House  Cups 

Work  —  (Sharp  —  Louis  —  Bentley  —  Nelson)  —  Excellents 
Talks  from  Miss  Malachowski  and  Miss  Foster  —  fewer  Returns 
Fewer  Returns  —  Excellents  —  (Rules  —  Returns  —  Detentions)  —  House  Cup. 
Problem  Two: 

Third  Forms  —  Desire  —  Example  for  the  others 
Spirit  —  Efforts  from  all  —  Sports  Points 
Sports  Points  —  Sports  Cup. 


SUE  BRYANT  and  MARGARET  BALLANTYNE 
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Back  Row  Jorie  Adams,  Joel  Pootmans,  Mary  Pat  Stephens,  Gail  Gentles,  Roslyn  Horwood.  Fifth  Row;  Penny 
Packard,  Katie  Maclnnes,  Pegi  Bates,  Ricki  Zinman,  Janice  Hamilton.  Fourth  Row  Robin  Knight,  Ellen  Horner,  Mary 
Ann  McKenna,  Mary  Anne  Ferguson.  Julie  Case,  Barbara  Tennant,  Martha  Phemister.  Third  Row;  Sandra  Lcurie, 
Madie  Rider,  Di  Horwood,  Caroline  Stephens,  Jennifer  Colby,  Alix  Nercessian,  Debbie  Dixon,  Jean  Simor.  Second 
Row  Andrea  Copping,  Addie  Malkus,  Gail  Murphy,  Susie  Cape,  Simone  Pootmans,  Anne  Nercessian,  Elizabeth 
Slaughter,  Andrea  Knight,  Penny  Park,  Penny  Smith.  First  Row  Jill  McMaster.  Debby  Savage.  Ginny  Dixon,  Alison 
Galt,  Liz  McMaster,  Susie  Oates,  Sarah  Tobias,  Danielle  Verpaelst  Absent  Jane  Bourke. 


KAPPA  RHO 


Oh  my  darling,  oh  my  darling, 
Oh  my  darling  Kappa  Rho, 
We  have  lost— but  not  forever, 
Oh  my  darling  Kappa  Rho, 


Lates  we  have  and  returns  a-plenty, 

But  our  spirit  is  not  low; 

Thanks  to  Mary  Anne  and  Pegi 
And  with  our  athletes  we  will  go. 

Gath’ring  A’s  to  make  an  excellent 
We  all  struggled  mighty  hard; 

But  a  run  of  rules  descended 
Which  we  tried  in  vain  to  guard. 

Don't  be  down  girls,  don't  be  dreary; 

Keep  on  battling— we’ll  pull  through. 
We  will  conquer,  although  weary 
Remember  next  year  you'll  start  anew! 


MARY  PAT  STEPHENS  and  JOEL  POOTMANS 
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Back  Row  Penny  Dolman,  Angela  Pyke,  Carol  Frueh,  Beverley  Birks,  Lizette  Gilday,  Xenia  Kirkpatrick.  Fifth  Row; 
Louisa  Mathias,  Sue  Fisher,  Sally  Baxter,  Andrea  Thompson,  Jane  Birks,  Patti  McLernon.  Fourth  Row:  Jennifer  Hill, 
Mary  Lyman,  Cynthia  Owens,  Judy  Fisher,  Leslie  Gould,  Gail  Lingard,  Chris  Curry.  Third  Row  Monica  Keator, 
Sarah  Smith,  Debbie  Casey,  Sandra  Lingard,  Judy  Wingham,  Kathy  Gould,  Kathleen  Kirkpatrick.  Second  Row: 
Lynn  Birks,  Diana  Lafleur,  Rosanne  Simard,  Elisabeth  Aimers,  Claire  Schreiber,  Beth  Lewis,  Margaret  De  Jong, 
Sally  Kemp  Front  Row  Martha  Turner,  Monica  Heller,  Debbie  Carter,  Catherine  McKinnon,  Jane  MacDonald, 
Diana  Shearwood,  Diana  Allison,  Amanda  Fisher. 


DELTA  BETA 


Oh  come,  Delta  Betans,  and  to  the  house  tell 
The  results  of  your  efforts  and  all  that  befell. 

The  meeting’s  assembled,  the  head  takes  the  chair; 

When  roll  call  is  taken,  a  hush  fills  the  air. 

"A  RULE?!!”  Bev  doth  cry,  and  an  arrow  of  shame 
Shoots  through  a  heart— the  house  honor’s  been  stained! 

(With  lates  and  returns  and  detentions  we’re  graced, 

And  sometimes,  just  sometimes,  with  excellents  we’re  faced; 

For  several  are  issued  from  realms  of  L.  Three, 

And  Lingard  and  Shearwood  are  bright  as  can  be! 

But  continue  we  must,  now,  and  so  our  point  make: 

To  tell  you  what  happens  on  Fridays  at  break.) 

When  points  pro  and  con  Bev’s  recorded  with  care. 

We  call  on  our  Sports  Head  to  please  take  the  chair. 

Our  sports  points  are  few  and  there’s  no  cause  to  cheer, 

But  chin  up,  D.B.,  for  there’s  always  next  year. 

These  Fridays  were  fun;  many  thanks  from  our  heart; 

Mrs.  Scott  and  Ma’m’selle  we  appreciate  your  part. 

BEVERLEY  BIRKS,  LIZETTE  GILDAY,  and  CAROL  FRUEH 
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Back  Row  Lynn  Markham,  Cathy  Jarvis,  Bettye  Finnie,  Claire  Marler.  Fifth  Row:  Kathy  Common,  Anne  de  Martigny, 
Patricia  Shannon,  Joann  Egar.  Fourth  Row:  Shirley  Dill ingham,  Anne  Common,  Carol  Norsworthy,  Amanda  Shaugh- 
nessy,  Nancy  Savage,  Denise  Grossman,  Ginny  Russel.  Third  Row:  Carolyn  Kerrigan,  Elspeth  Mackay,  Rocky 
Shaughnessy,  Anne  Yuile,  Carol  Hannaford,  Sue  Mackenzie.  Second  Row:  Virginia  Morse,  Danielle  Kraus,  Daphne 
MacLean,  Lucy  Kerrigan,  Gail  Hannaford,  Gail  Johnston,  Jane  Meagher,  Julie  Harris,  Ruth  Tait.  First  Row:  Penny 
Rankin,  Maggie  Willis— O'Connor,  Rosalie  Sabler,  Louise  Markus,  Diana  Cottingham,  Tara  Shaughnessy,  Sally 
Morgan-Grenville  Absent  Nina  Fialkowski,  Gail  Murphy.  Holly  Nelson,  Ann  Norsworthy,  Sue  Rose,  Cynthia 
Stauble. 


BETA  LAMBDA 


Beta  Lambda  what’s  the  matter? 

All  you  do  is  sit  and  chatter. 

Detentions,  rules,  and  maybe  a  late, 

Excellents  seem  to  be  out  of  date. 

Yet  not  without  efforts  by  some  of  our  best, 

Like  Shirley  and  Common  along  with  the  rest. 

Meagher  and  Savage,  our  athletes  too 
Brighten  the  hopes  of  our  green  and  white  crew. 

Maybe  next  year  you'll  succeed, 

A  little  more  work  is  all  you  need. 

You’ve  got  the  spirit,  don't  let  up, 

We  hope  next  year  you’ll  win  the  cup. 

Good  luck, 

LYNN  MARKHAM  and  CATHY  JARVIS 
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DRAMATIC 


The  plays  produced  by  the  Study  drama  groups  this  year  have  been  distinguished 
by  their  originality  and  the  high  standard  of  then-  acting. 

The  traditional  Christmas  play  was  a  rather  unusual  adaptation  of  the  Nativity 
story  for  it  was  based  on  an  old  Huron  carol.  It  showed  how  the  story  was  under¬ 
stood  by  Indians  who  knew  nothing  of  the  East-Mary  was  an  Indian  girl,  the  kings 
were  Indian  chiefs  and  the  stable  was  a  teepee.  The  direction  by  Mrs.  Reynolds, 
the  make-up  by  Mi's.  Scott,  the  unusual  scenery  by  the  art  class  under  Miss  Tedeschi, 
and  the  excellent  acting  combined  to  make  the  play  one  vividly  recalling  the  true 
spirit  and  universality  of  Christmas. 

The  Upper  Fourth  and  Lower  Fifth  are  now  working  on  'The  Man  Who  Married 
a  Dumb  Wife,”  which  they  are  planning  to  perform  for  the  school  in  May. 

During  the  Easter  Term  a  drama  group  was  formed  voluntarily  by  the  Middle 
Fifth  and  a  few  Lower  Fifths  with  the  assistance  of  Mrs.  Reynolds.  We  are  all  looking 
forward  to  seeing  the  group’s  production  of  Sheridan’s  'School  For  Scandal’  later 
this  year. 

PECI  BATES 


LAUGHTER 


Try  to  imagine  what  the  world  would  be  like  without  a  bellowing  laugh,  a  short 
giggle,  or  a  friendly  chuckle.  You  must  admit,  life  would  be  quite  dull. 

Laughter  is  a  way  of  expressing  oneself.  Sometimes  it  is  a  reply  to  a  joke  or  a 
humorous  pun.  People’s  faces  light  up  when  they  laugh,  their  eyes  brighten  and 
their  character  seems  to  change.  Humans  are  not  the  only  creatures  who  laugh.  Animals, 
in  their  own  ways  are  sometimes  amused  too. 

I  imagine  they  laugh  at  us  when  we  get  down  on  our  hands  and  knees  trying 
to  get  their  attention  by  saying  silly  words. 

In  many  ways  laughter  suggests  merriment  and  gaiety  but  in  some  ways  it  is 
just  the  contrary.  To  hear  someone  snickering  behind  your  back  when  you  are  in 
an  embarrassing  situation  is  most  unpleasant,  and  a  hidden  or  muffled  lajigh  is  even 
worse.  Some  people  have  an  uncontrollable  giggle  which  is  both  intolerable  and  bother¬ 
some. 

To  many,  laughter  is  a  part  of  life;' a  necessary  ingredient  to  enjoyment.  To  others 
it  is  disturbing  and  annoying.  Of  course  a  laugh  is  not  always  called  for,  but  it  does 
cheer  one  up  a  bit  when  life  is  not  too  agreeable. 

Whether  it  is  hidden,  appreciated,  or  unknown,  laughter  adds  brightness  to  our  lives. 


Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition  ADDIE  MALKUS,  Lower  Fourth 

Junior  Prize 


"CONCENTRATION” 


"INDUSTRY" 
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The  art  room  has  been  a  hive  of  continual  activity  this  year.  Whether  there  is  a 
Lower  B  seeking  inspiration  to  create  a  Picasso  or  a  Sixthformer  struggling  along 
you  are  sure  to  find  plenty  of  enthusiasm. 

During  the  week  of  the  bazaar  the  walls  of  the  gym  were  hung  with  the  colourful 
works  of  the  Middle  and  Upper  schools.  The  tapestries  contributed  by  the  Middle 
school  were  of  a  rich  floral  design.  The  Upper  school  developed  their  poster  on  renal 
research  along  more  modern  lines,  using  interesting  photographs  from  magazines  to 
represent  the  many  faces  of  this  disease.  At  Christmas  the  children  succeeded  in 
producing  biblical  scenes  which  were  inspired  by  and  modelled  along  the  lines  of  the 
Ravenna  mosaics.  Their  next  project  was  completed  for  parents'  night  and  again  the 
gym  walls  were  gaily  decorated:  this  time  with  a  Persian  theme. 

We  are  very  proud  of  the  works  which  were  contributed  to  the  S.P.C.A.  poster 
contest.  Under  the  guidance  of  Miss  Tedeschi,  who  is  continually  encouraging  originality, 
the  girls  painted  very  interesting  posters.  As  a  result  Carole  Lennard  won  a  first 
prize.  Daphne  DeJong  a  third,  and  Pamela  Gilbert,  Andrea  Patch,  Peggy  Hampson 
and  Margot  Louis  received  honourable  mentions. 

We  would  like  to  acknowledge  Miss  Tedeschi’s  complete  success  in  drawing  out 
the  enthusiasm  as  well  as  the  talents  of  all  her  students.  The  results  of  her  efforts 
can  be  seen  in  the  impressive  work  which  has  been  produced  this  year.  Her  new 
ideas  and  media  have  acted  as  a  constant  stimulation  to  us. 

LIZETTE  GILDAY  and  JOEL  POOTMANS 
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MUSIC  ^2^ 


This  year  Mile.  Panet— Raymond  has  devoted  a  great  deal  of  time  and  patient 
effort  to  building  a  background  of  practical  and  theoretical  knowledge  of  music  in 
all  her  classes.  One  period  each  week  has  been  spent  in  this  type  of  instruction  as 
well  as  in  listening  to  recordings  of  the  works  of  composers  of  the  different  periods 
of  music.  The  results  have  occasionally  been  great  astonishment  and  complete  bewilder¬ 
ment— as  when  the  Sixth  Form  first  heard  a  recording  of  "concrete  music”— but  this 
has  certainly  helped  to  develop  our  ear  and  our  appreciation  of  music. 

The  Christmas  concert  this  year  was  a  wonderful  success  and  left  our  parents 
quite  amazed  by  our  multi-lingualism.  Not  only  did  we  sing  songs  in  English,  French, 
German,  and  Latin  but  we  included  Swedish  and  Spanish  carols  as  well.  If  our  accent 
was  not  always  quite  perfect  the  spirited  singing  more  than  made  up  for  it.  The  Upper 
School  also  sang  several  excerpts  from  Bach’s  "Christmas  Oratorio”— in  English.  As 
in  several  previous  years  the  recorder  students  played  a  song  for  the  parents  and  this 
year  they  were  joined  for  the  first  time  by  three  violin  pupils.  Mile.  Panet-Raymond, 
whose  versatility  continues  to  amaze  us,  also  played  the  violin.  The  Lower  School 
gave  a  demonstration  of  the  "Orff”  method  of  musical  instruction,  which  Mile.  Panet- 
Raymond  has  been  using  with  them,  to  their  parents.  Later  this  year  the  Lower  School 
will  be  shown  a  film  on  this  subject. 

We  shall  all  be  sorry  to  lose  Miss  Jones  this  year.  She  is  leaving  us  in  June  to  be 
married  and  we  wish  her  the  best  of  luck  in  her  new  home  in  Vancouver.  Her  encour¬ 
aging  smile  and  sympathetic  and  patient  amusement  at  our  efforts  to  hold  a  tune 
will  be  sorely  missed. 

THE  LAND  OF  MUSIC 

King  Whole  Note  and  Queen  Half  Note  were  sitting  on  their  thrones  with  their 
daughter  Princess  Quarter  Note  one  morning  after  breakfast  drinking  their  coffee  when 
suddenly  three  violins  rushed  into  the  room.  'Your  Majesties,  Prince  Trumpet  has 
arrived’,  they  cried. 

'Stations  everyone,’  ordered  the  king. 

'Mother,  is  my  dress  alright?’  asked  the  princess. 

'Fine  dear’,  said  the  queen  as  she  straightened  her  crown. 

As  five  trumpets  blew  the  national  anthem  Prince  Trumpet  made  his  entrance.  He 
greeted  the  king  and  queen  and  then  turned  to  the  princess  saying,  'My  love,  you 
look  more  beautiful  then  ever.’ 

'Thank  you,’  said  the  flattered  princess. 

Later,  while  they  were  all  eating  lunch,  Prince  Trumpet  talked  of  nothing  but 
how  beautiful  the  princess  had  grown.  Then  the  prince  went  to  his  rooms  to  unpack. 
The  princess  left  to  send  her  most  beautiful  gown  to  the  Brillante  Cleaners  to  have 
it  cleaned  prestissimo. 

That  evening  as  the  prince  and  princess  (in  her  newly  cleaned  gown)  walked 
through  the  palace  gardens  the  prince  said,  'My  dear  I  have  never  seen  a  princess 
more  beautiful  than  you.’ 

When  they  had  strolled  through  the  gardens  for  a  while  the  prince  said,  'My  love, 
I  have  loved  you  ever  since  I  first  met  you  and  now  I  wish  to  marry  you.  Please 
say  yes  or  I  shall  die  of  love  for  you.’ 

'I  will’  said  the  princess  and  she  kissed  him. 

The  next  day  was  a  very  busy  one.  The  queen  had  to  send  out  all  the  invitations 
and  of  course  the  princess  had  to  buy  a  new  dress  and  jewellery  to  match. 


At  last  the  big  day  arrived.  When  everyone  had  arrived  at  the  church  Reverend 
Bar  Line  began  the  service  by  saying,  'Do  you  Prince  Trumpet,  wish  to  marry  this 
women?’ 

'I  do’,  answered  the  prince. 

Then  the  minister  turned  to  the  princess  and  asked,  'Do  you  Princess  Quarter 
Note,  wish  to  marry  this  man?’ 

'I  do’,  answered  the  princess. 

Then  they  walked  allegro  down  the  aisle  and  lived  happily  ever  after. 

ROSALIE  SABLER  Lower  Third 


WINTER  ELVES 

When  snow  falls  and  the  moon  shines,  the  winter  elves  arise.  Their  tiny  feet 
dance  over  the  snow.  Picking  up  their  tiny  brushes  they  go  to  paint  your  windows. 

Head  over  heels  they  take  their  places  in  a  long  line.  The  elves  walk  to  a  big 
old  oak  tree  and  one  of  them  blows  on  a  high-pitched  whistle.  Then  out  of  the  clouds 
come  twenty-five  silver  chariots.  The  elves  pile  in  and  the  carriages  fly  off  through 
the  air.  The  elves  are  dropped  off  at  different  window  sills  where  they  splash  white 
paint  over  the  panes.  They  sing  happily  at  their  work. 

Their  small  jackets  with  peach  fur  from  the  South,  tiny  pointed  felt  shoes  and 
long  white  pants  keep  them  warm.  The  elves,  less  than  one  inch  high,  are  given  no 
time  to  play  at  night  for  these  shy  little  people  have  work  to  be  done.  They  must 
follow  the  orders  of  their  captain  Jack  Frost  painting,  designing  original  patterns 
and  colouring  throughout  the  world.  At  dawn  they  all  return  home  to  rest  for  they 
have  had  a  busy  night. 


PENNY  RANKIN 


EVENING 

Slowly  the  sun  began  to  set  and  the  stars  began  to  appear.  The  moon  slipped 
out  from  behind  a  passing  cloud  and  reflected  against  the  dull-blue  water.  In  the 
distance  the  hills  looked  black  against  the  sky.  Across  the  lake  a  motor-boat  could 
be  heard  and  the  wind  rustling  the  leaves  made  the  water  ripple.  The  fireflies  began 
to  show  their  lights  as  they  danced  across  the  fields.  The  eerie  cry  of  a  loon  drifted 
over  the  water.  Near  the  lake  was  a  camp  fire  with  its  bright  flames  flickering  in  the 
breeze.  The  smoke  curled  upwards  to  the  endless  sky.  The  music  of  a  camping  song 
filled  the  air.  Slowly  the  lights  in  the  cottages  around  the  lake  were  extinguished.  The 
Northern  Lights  filled  the  sky.  The  last  lights  flickered  out  and  all  was  still. 

JENNIFER  HILL  Middle  Fifth 


UNCERTAINTY 

I  have  loved,  I  have  needed; 

I  have  wanted,  I  have  had; 

But  what  part  of  life  have  I  seen? 

What  use  to  mankind  have  I  been? 

Is  there  not  something  more 
To  this  short  river  called  my  life? 

Does  not  some  inner  meaning. 

Some  deeper  purpose,  hide 
Within  this  fast  escaping  tide 
Of  falseness,  show  and  time? 

Surely,  before  I  die  and  leave 
For  other  worlds — or  bare  infinity, 

It  will  be  given  me  to  glimpse 

Some  constant  truth,  some  unchanging  fact, 

That  I  may  stretch  my  wavering  hand. 

To  grasp  my  life  and  make  a  pact. 

PEG  I  BATES  Upper  Fifth 
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THE  CHARITIES 


T  —  is  for  Teresa,  our  oldest  sponsored  child,  who  this  year  had  reached  the  age 
past  which  our  support  was  unnecessary. 

R  —  is  for  the  Red  Feather  Campaign  which  was  held  successfully  this  year  so  that 
we  were  able  to  increase  our  donation  over  previous  years. 

E  —  is  for  the  enthusiastic  support  of  the  cot  which  has  been  maintained  by  the 
school  in  memory  of  Patricia  Drummond. 

A  —  is  for  the  needless  anxiety  of  the  Sixth  Form  every  Wednesday  morning  before 
collection. 

is  for  our  new  sponsor  child  Bruna  Vittorina  whom  we  adopted  in  place  of 
Teresa,  and  also  our  Korean  boy  Kim  Shin  Myrung. 

U  —  is  for  you  who  worked  so  hard  to  make  the  Bazaar  a  success  through  our  new 
additions  of  baby-sitting  and  house  tours. 

R  —  is  for  the  Renal  Research  Laboratory  to  which  part  of  the  proceeds  were  given; 
Oxfam  also  shared  in  our  success. 

Y  —  is  why  we  would  like  to  thank  you  for  your  generous  support  this  year  of  all 
our  school  charities. 


FINANCIAL  REPORT  TO  MARCH  17,  1965 


Balance  forward  from  preceding  year .  $  928.78 

Funds  raised  by  collections .  244.39 

Red  Feather  Campaign .  75.04 

Combined  Health  Appeal .  46.64 

Bazaar .  2283.15 


Total  2649.22 

Withdrawals 

Red  Feather .  250.00 

Sponsor  Children .  120.00 

Bazaar  Expenses .  68.00 

Patricia  Drummond  Cot .  170.00 

Oxfam .  1200.00 

Renal  Research  Laboratory  Fund .  1000.00 

Combined  Health  Appeal .  150.00 

Total  2958.00 

ft 


Money  in  Treasury 


$  622.00 
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WINTER  SOLITUDE 

The  shivering  trees  stand  lonely,  gray, 

The  swirling  snow  flies  fast, 

All  nature  seems  to  lie  as  dead, 

All  summer  now  is  past. 

The  scudding  clouds  like  pale  ghosts  flee 
The  icy  wind  that  blows, 

The  earth  is  alien,  desolate, 

For  nothing  thrives  or  grows. 

The  sea  at  least  is  moving  still, 

The  cruel  dark  waves  advance 
To  thrash  the  ravaged  coastline  bare, 

To  wet  the  bleak  expanse. 

But  spring  must  come  some  day,  somehow, 
To  banish  winter  gray, 

And  warm  sweet  winds  will  fan  the  trees 
Welcoming  in  that  day. 

SARAII  LARRAT  SMITH,  Lower  Fifth 
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SPORTS  NOTES 


We  would  like  to  welcome  Mrs.  Tyson  who  has  not  only  encouraged  us  but  has 
changed  our  thinking  by  making  us  all  stand  on  our  heads.  As  a  result  we  now  see 
things  in  a  new  perspective.  The  apparatus  is  in  constant  use  and  although  our  muscles 
ache,  we  know  that  we  are,  or  will  be,  in  tip  top  condition  for  the  many  challenges 
ahead. 


BASKETBALL: 

And  she  shoots  ...  So  goes  the  basketball  of  the  year  64/65.  Girls  from  every 
class  turned  up  at  the  beginning  of  the  year  to  try  their  luck  at  getting  on  a  basketball 
team.  After  much  interchanging  the  teams  were  f  inally  chosen  and  the  practices  started. 
The  practices  at  eight  thirty  every  morning  knocked  us  out  for  the  day  but  they  were 
well  worth  it. 

The  first  team  started  off  badly  by  losing  the  fust  game  against  Trafalgar.  However, 
it  soon  rallied  and  made  up  for  its  loss.  The  second  team  was  defeated  once  by  Miss 
Edgar’s  but  won  the  rest  of  its  matches.  The  third  team  played  very  well  and  won 
both  its  matches. 

Thanks  to  the  supporters,  the  teams’  hard  work,  and  Mrs.  Tyson’s  coaching  we 
were  able  to  keep  both  of  the  cups. 


SKIING 

On  a  beautiful  but  windy  March  13,  the  Study  ski  teams  arrived  at  Avila  for  the 
annual  schoolgirls’  races.  The  conditions,  which  were  far  from  perfect,  did  not  stop 
the  teams  from  doing  their  best  and  although  we  did  not  win  we  all  had  a  great 
deal  of  fun.  Our  congratulations  go  to  Susan  Rose,  who  came  first  in  the  Giant  Slalom. 

The  senior  team  consisted  of  Lizette  Gilday,  Kathy  Kerrigan,  Holly  Nelson,  Sue 
Rose,  Ginny  Russel  and  Andrea  Thompson. 

The  junior  team  consisted  of  Carolyn  Kerrigan,  Marianne  McKenna,  Sue  Mackenzie, 
Amanda  Shaughnessy,  Kathy  Stewart,  and  Caroline  Stephens. 


VOLLEYBALL: 

After  the  basketball  season  a  great  deal  of  interest  was  given  to  volleyball.  There 
were  class  games,  house  games,  and  even  a  game  with  Miss  Edgar’s  at  the  end  of 
the  term.  With  much  enthusiasm  the  volleyball  squad  marched  off  to  Miss  Edgar’s  and 
won  the  exciting  match. 


BADMINTON 

The  badminton  teams  this  year  consisted  of  Andrea  Thompson,  Patty  Pepall,  Patricia 
Shannon,  Sue  Bryant,  Beverly  Bilks,  Ann  Markham,  Sally  Baxter,  Jennifer  Hill. 


TENNIS 

This  year,  as  last  year,  the  tennis  matches  were  played  at  the  Mount  Royal  Club. 
Beverley  and  Jane  Bilks,  Sally  Sharp  and  Andrea  Thompson  played  extremely  well 
and  won  the  tennis  cup  for  the  year. 
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First  Basketball  Team— Mary  Pat  Stephens  (captain),  Ricki  Zinman,  Patricia  Shannon,  Sally  Sharp,  Kathy  Kerrigan, 
Gail  Gentles.  Absent  Sue  Rose 


Second  Basketball  Team  Back:  Jane  Birks,  Katie  Maclnnes,  Kathleen  Kirkpatrick,  Chris  Curry,  Nancy  Savage 
Front:  Andrea  Thompson,  Holly  Nelson,  Sue  Bryant  (captain)  Sally  Baxter,  Gail  Lingard 
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Third  Basketball  Back  Row  Julie  Case,  Di  Pepall,  Penny  Dolman.  Front  Row  Sally  Nelson,  Patti  McLernon 
(captain)  Ginny  Russell 


‘M) 


SWIMMING 

When  the  Easter  Holidays  come  to  a  close  the  wild  dash  for  bathing  suits  begins. 
Usually  everyone  finds  one  in  time  for  the  first  day  of  swimming.  Each  girl  is  having 
fun  but  at  the  same  time  practising  hard  for  the  swimming  meet  which  is  held  at 
the  end  of  May.  Last  year  the  winning  house  at  the  swimming  meet  was  Beta  Lambda. 


SPORTS  DAY-1964 

On  a  lovely  May  day  Murray  Park  once  again  braced  itself  for  the  hard  beating 
it  was  about  to  receive,  for  it  was  the  Studyites  sports  day  again.  Skippers,  pancakers, 
sackers,  and  just  plain  runners  did  their  best  to  earn  points  for  their  houses.  Kappa 
Rho  took  away  the  honours  of  the  day  while  Beta  Lambda  won  the  sports  cup  for 
the  year. 


MARY  PAT  STEPHENS,  Games  Captain 


A  Future  Basketball  Team 
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Senior  Ski  Team  Back  Row  Lizette  Gilday,  Kathy  Kerrigan,  Ginny  Russel.  Front  Row:  Holly  Nelson,  Andrea 
Thompson.  Absent  Sue  Rose 


Junior  Ski  team  Top  Row:  Left  to  Right  Amanda  Shaughnessy,  Marianne  McKenna,  Sue  MacKenzie,  Kathy 
Stewart  Bottom  Row.  Carolyn  Kerrigan,  Caroline  Stephens. 
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ALL  ABOUT  A  BASKET VILLE  DAME 


As  all  the  gurls  hobbled  unto  the  court  of  the  Baskerville,  they 
realized  that  they  had  to  whin  this  dame,  and  that  this  was  a  problem 
to  be  bargained  for.  They  stood  about  in  cliches  guarding  and  shooting. 
Then  the  lady  in  the  little  blue  kilt  (for  she  was  a  Scotch  you  know), 
blue  loudly  on  her  whistle.  Thus  the  girls  commenced  lumping,  gunning, 
and  chastening  the  ball.  Then  she  who  was  yellow  (for  she  was  a  Studyite 
as  everyone  nose)  grappled  the  ball  and  shot  it  to  her  mate  who  shot 
it  to  another.  Thus  the  ball,  not  of  its  own  accord,  reached  a  position 
under  the  basker.  Then  everyone  began  to  lump  for  she  knew  that  the 
ball  wood  soon  go  in.  Accordion  to  the  team  she  was  on,  each  girl 
hit  at  the  ball  to  put  it  in  or  to  keep  it  out  of  the  basker.  The  gourds 
of  the  emily  team  were  very  dishartened  when  they  saw  that  the  ball 
was  sinking. 

All  this  running  and  garbled  talk  went  on  for  a  long  time  but  soon 
the  bell  left  and  the  dame  was  over.  It  had  been  won  by  the  yellows 
who  had  so-cred  more  points.  Then  each  team  joined  in  gay  profusion, 
linked  arms  and  began  to  babble  "Alleluya”  Thus  they  all  hooked  hands 
and  deported  to  their  respectable  homes  (for  they  were  from  Westmound 
you  know).  This  is  a  parody  on  the  work  of  John  Lennon,  the  author 
of  "In  His  Own  Write" 


Anonymous 


DOMESTIC  CRISIS 

The  suds  were  sloshing  from  side  to  side, 

The  clothes  were  washing,  the  soap  was  Tide. 

The  motor  was  humming, 

The  noise  was  great. 

When  a  bang  decided  the  washer’s  fate. 

It  started  to  tremble,  to  rumble,  to  quake, 

When  next  we  looked  round,  it  stood  in  a  lake! 

The  suds  came  pouring  from  under  the  door 
It  opened,  and  clothes  were  thrown  on  the  floor. 

We  gathered  them  up  with  a  sigh  and  a  groan, 

Mopped  up  the  water,  and  ran  to  the  phone. 

Alas!  We  were  told  the  man  could  not  come, 

A  week  must  elapse  before  something  was  done. 

And  so  we  are  washing  in  bathtub  and  sink 
Because,  as  I've  said,  our  machine’s  on  the  blink. 

ALIX  NERCESSIAN,  Upper  Fourth 
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UN  MOMENT  EPHEMERE 


C'est  un  soil'  d’automne. 

Le  vent  gemissant 

Souffle  dans  les  arbres 

Faisant  tressaillir  chaque  feuille. 

L’ocean  n’est  pas  tranquille, 

II  se  brise  avec  inquietude 
Sur  le  rivage. 

Je  sens  l’embrun 
Sur  mon  visage. 

Si  j’ecoute  attentivement,  je  peux  entendre 

Est-ce  le  battement 

Des  sabots  d’un  cheval  sur  les  galets 

Peut-etre  le  verrai-je 

Oui,  il  s’approche  maintenant 

Au  galop  eperdument, 

L’ecume  aux  levies. 

Le  lueur  sinistre  du  clair  de  lune 
Luit  sur  son  corps, 

Ses  yeux  scintillants  avec  malveillance. 

La  lune  disparait  derriere  un  nuage  qui  passe, 

Un  eclair  etincelle  a  travels  le  ciel, 

J’entends  son  hennissement  effraye 
Un  torrent  de  pluie  devale  dans  la  rue, 

Un  coup  de  tonnerre  carillone, 

Mais  deja  il  continue  a  galoper. 

La  chandelle  clignote, 

Un  coup  de  vent  vient  de  la  fenetre. 

Je  sais  que  Forage  ne  dure  pas  longtemps 
J’attends, 

Ma  porte  ouverte  grince, 

Tout  est  calme,  Forage  s’est  arrete, 

Mais  je  peux  encore  l’entendre  galoper  dans  le  lointain. 

EDITH  BOTTOMLEY,  Upper  Fourth 
Foreign  Language  Prize 


LANGUAGE  NOTES 


During  the  past  few  years,  the  Study  language  department  has  been  continually 
growing  in  size  and  importance;  this  year,  however,  has  seen  the  greatest  increase 
in  French  classes  and  in  spoken  French.  The  French  language  has  spread  outside 
the  bounds  of  the  formal  French  classes  .  .  .  Madame  Perera,  Mrs.  Tyson,  and  Mile. 
Panet-Raymond  have  begun  teaching  Geography,  Drill,  and  Music  respectively  "en 
Franca  is”. 

To  the  traditional  Sixth  Form  "soiree  franqaise”  this  year  were  invited  the  entire 
staff,  English  as  well  as  French.  We  all  dined  at  Chez  Pierre  then  proceeded  to  the 
Rideau  Vert  theatre  to  see  Anouilh’s  "La  Repetition  ou  L’amour  Puni”. 

The  interest  in  German  is  stronger  than  ever.  The  German  department  now  has 
over  seventy  pupils  ranging  in  number  from  eighteen  Upper  Thirds  to  one  persistent 
Sixthformer.  We  were  fortunate  this  year  in  having  a  German  week-end,  held  up 
north  in  early  October,  which  was  a  great  success. 

Again  our  Christmas  concert  was  a  multi-lingual  one.  We  added  to  the  now 
traditional  French,  German,  and  Latin  songs  a  Swedish  carol.  Although  our  study  of 
the  Swedish  language  was  short-lived,  we  feel  sure  that  with  all  the  French  and 
German  around  us  we  cannot  fail  to  become  at  least  bi-lingual. 


JORIE  ADAMS 
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THE  PAPER  BOYYE 


The  paper  boyye,  he  come  at  break  of  dawn, 
And  leaves  bike  trackes  on  our  lawn, 
Although  a  noise  he  trye  nott  to  make, 

He  tripp  on  stair  and  thus  cause  us  to  wake 
Which  full  annoyede  my  father’s  mind, 

And  more  so  thus  when  paper  torn  he  find. 
But  hard  is  job  when  snough  and  reyne  fall 
Still  doth  one  boyye  delivere  news  to  all. 
Attempteth  he  a  faulte  not  to  do 
But  one  or  twice  he  maketh  one  or  two. 

At  seven  A.M.  he  enter  home  once  more, 
Full  greate  of  joy  to  sleep  in  bedde  encore. 


ANN  MARKHAM,  Upper  Fifth 


LAUGHTER 


It  was  six  o’clock.  A  man  was  hurrying  along  the  street  toward  the  library.  He 
reached  the  building  and  swung  open  the  door.  He  then  walked  quickly  to  the  book 
stacks  and  tried  hurriedly  to  find  the  book  he  wanted,  but  it  was  not  there. 

He  stared  at  the  books  and  suddenly  a  title  caught  his  eye.  He  opened  the  book 
and  began  reading  it  and  thus  did  not  notice  that  the  lights  were  going  out  and  the 
doors  were  being  locked.  When  the  light  in  his  room  was  shut  off  he  realized  what  was 
happening  but  it  was  too  late.  He  settled  down  in  a  chair  and  was  soon  lost  in  Iris 
thoughts. 

Suddenly  he  heard  a  sound,  a  laugh.  He  saw  faces  about  him,  all  smiling.  He 
saw  Anne  of  Green  Gables  running  through  the  meadows  laughing  merrily.  He  saw 
Alice  grinning  at  the  antics  of  the  March  Hare.  He  saw  a  witch  laughing  malevolently 
as  she  stirred  an  evil-looking  brew.  He  saw  Peter  Pan  laughing  at  his  shadow  and  he 
saw  the  Gods  feasting  and  making  merry  on  Mount  Olympus.  He  dosed  his  eyes, 
wondering  if  he  were  not  mad,  and  the  laughter  rose  higher.  Abruptly  it  stopped. 
Then  one  last  shrill  demented  cackle  broke  the  silence.  He  heard  footsteps  and  opened 
his  eyes.  He  realized  that  the  library  had  reopened,  chose  his  books  and  brought 
them  to  the  librarian.  'Laughter  is  a  funny  thing,  isn’t  it?’  he  said.  She  smiled  at 
him  and  he  began  to  laugh  hysterically. 


EDITH  BOTTOMLEY,  Upper  Fourth 


THE  SNOWFLAKE 


A  snowflake,  a  hexagonal  gem. 

Fell  softly  on  my  arm, 

Which  had  life's  warmth  in  it,  and  so 
Imparted  to  the  snowflake  the  distinct 
And  momentary  beauty  of  a  spark's  glow- 
A  spark,  soon  darkened,  fire-born. 

Yet  fire’s  eternal  foe,  collected 
In  Nature’s  great  clustering  clouds, 

Had  formed,  and  then  cast  down  into  the  cold 
This  single  and  unique  pattern, 

Which  I  beheld  but  a  second;  then 
It  melted. 

Prize-winning  poem  MARGOT  LOUIS 

Middle  School  Upper  Third 

A  DREAM  IN  ASHES 

It  took  me  two  decades  to  perfect  it— to  cultivate  the  climbing  roses,  to  develop 
the  flower  beds,  to  grow  the  evergreens,  to  finish  painting  the  house.  Two  decades 
of  wasted  effort.  Let  me  explain. 

My  dream  for  the  first  half  of  my  life  was  to  somehow  design  a  house-a  mansion 
with  at  least  forty  rooms — to  have  it  surrounded  by  rolling  lawns  and  immense  trees. 
It  would  be  mine  to  do  with  as  I  pleased,  to  live  in  however  I  pleased.  There  was 
only  one  small  difficulty— it  would  have  to  be  no  larger  than  a  molecule  of  water. 
No  larger  than  this  so  that  I  could  keep  it  to  myself,  so  that  it  would  be  just  mine. 
No  one  else  was  to  know  about  it.  I  would  keep  it  in  a  locked  drawer  in  a  nonporous 
container  so  that  there  would  be  no  chance  of  its  escaping. 

To  buy  such  a  container  I  knew  was  impossible  and  so  I  set  about  creating  such 
a  thing  myself.  I  found  an  empty  pill  capsule  and  after  weeks  of  work  finally  filled 
every  space  between  its  molecules  so  that  my  house  could  not  diffuse  out.  However, 
I  did  leave  one  hole— the  one  through  which  the  house  itself  would  be  inserted. 

The  house  itself  was  not  too  difficult  to  make.  I  merely  took  the  atoms  of  the 
various  substances  which  I  wanted  present  on  my  estate  and  formed  them  into  the 
shapes  required.  The  size  of  the  whole  area  was  greatly  reduced  so  as  to  comply  with 
my  original  plans. 

Finally  I  was  ready  to  pay  my  first  visit  to  the  house. 

It  truly  was  a  lovely  place.  Set  on  top  of  a  hill,  it  was  easily  reached  by  a  foot-path 
bordered  by  maple  trees  which  turned  scarlet  and  gold  in  the  fall.  The  house  itself 
was  of  massive  grey  stones  and  flanked  by  fir  and  pine  trees.  In  the  early  morning 
the  sun  shone  on  the  front  of  the  house,  waking  the  birds  and  the  wind.  In  the 
evening  it  set  on  the  hills  behind,  casting  a  glow  over  the  whole  landscape.  The  happy 
hours  I  spent  there  are  innumerable.  I  would  walk  down  the  path  into  the  valley  and 
sitting  at  the  edge  of  the  lake  would  wish  time  would  stand  still  so  that  I  might  stay 
there  forever. 

A  business  trip  called  me  away  and  when  I  returned  I  was  ready  for  a  long  rest. 
Opening  my  drawer  I  looked  for  the  capsule.  It  was  not  there.  Frantically  I  hurled 
papers  out  of  all  the  drawers-not  there!  Where  was  it?  With  a  cry  of  anguish  I  got 
up  off  the  chair  and  then  I  knew  where  it  was.  Bending  over  I  picked  up  shattered 
fragments  of  the  capsule.  The  house  was  gone — slipped  through  the  floor.  My  one 
love  in  life  was  gone.  I  don't  have  another  twenty  years  of  life  to  build  another. 

The  rain  lashes  against  my  face.  The  water  dashes  against  the  rocks.  The  spray 
looks  cold  and  seems  to  say  "Come,  come  and  I  will  soothe  your  sorrow”.  "No”, 
I  think.  "This  is  the  coward’s  way  out.”  I  turn  and  walk  away  from  the  sea.  Suddenly 
I  am  hurled  forward  onto  the  sand.  The  waves  rush  up  from  the  sea  towards  me  and 
I  make  no  move  to  escape. 

CHRISTINE  CURRY,  Middle  Fifth 
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TIIE  INVISIBLE  AUDIENCE 


Ed  was  an  actor.  At  least,  he  had  been  an  actor  before  his  accident,  but,  while 
on  a  voyage  from  California  to  Singapore,  his  ship  was  wrecked  and  Ed  was  one  of 
the  few  survivors.  Like  all  survivors  of  shipwrecks  in  the  Pacific,  Ed  soon  found  a 
fertile  tropical  island  and,  since  there  was  nowhere  else  to  go,  he  stayed  there.  Having 
read  "Robinson  Crusoe”  as  a  boy,  he  had  no  difficulty  in  doing  all  the  right  things. 


After  a  few  years  Ed  began  to  feel  bored  and  lonely.  All  he  ever  did  was  gather 
food  and  repair  the  house  after  storms.  "This  is  not  my  kind  of  life,”  thought  Ed 
one  day  while  sitting  meditating  on  the  beach.  So  he  made  use  of  the  cargo  of  paper 
and  pencils  that  he  had  salvaged  from  the  ship.  He  wrote  things,  anything,  mostly 
silly  tilings;  sometimes  he  wrote  down  exactly  what  he  was  thinking,  other  times  he 
made  up  stories  which  he  read  over  and  over  again. 

One  afternoon  he  wrote  "I’m  going  to  repair  my  hut”,  and  he  did,  leaving  the 
pencil  and  paper  on  the  beach.  Later  he  remembered  to  pick  them  up  before  retiring 
and  found  under  his  own  writing  the  following  words.  "Well,  brother,-  we  don’t  think 
much  of  your  repears.  Even  we  could  do  better  if  we  chose.”  Ed  was  stupefied.  How 
could  this  happen?  He  had  explored  the  island  and  made  sure  it  was  uninhabited  except 
for  himself.  He  shouted.  No-one  answered.  He  spent  a  most  unpleasant  night  dreaming 
about  head  hunters  and  cannibals. 

In  the  morning  he  decided  to  conduct  an  experiment.  He  wrote  himself  another 
note:  "I  must  get  some  food  now”,  and  left  it  on  the  beach.  On  his  return  he  found 
that  "we”  had  been  at  work  again.  "Sonny,  surly  you  can  do  better  than  that”,  was 
the  message  this  time. 

Thinking  these  things  over  that  night,  Ed  came  to  several  conclusions.  "We” 
was  obviously  not  bad,  could  see  as  well  as  write,  but  was  for  some  reason  invisible. 
He  wondered  what  effect  a  play  would  have  on  "we”. 

Next  morning  was  showtime.  Ed  produced  "A  Midsummer  Night’s  Dream”  on 
the  beach.  He  played  all  the  parts  and  capered  around  in  front  of  nobody  and  for 
nobody.  After  his  performance  he  heard  a  great  burst  of  clapping.  He  found  a  note 
from  "we”  reading  "Bravo!  At  last  we’ve  seen  something  you  can  do  and  we  can’t. 
Continue,  we’re  fascinated!”  Evidently  Ed  had  an  invisible  audience  that  was  with 
him  constantly.  From  then  on  he  was  never  at  a  loss  for  something  to  do.  He  wrote 
original  plays  and  acted  them  out  for  the  benefit  of  "we”.  "We”  wrote  "our”  comments 
and  Ed  corrected  his  plays  accordingly. 

Ed  had  noticed  from  the  start  that  "we’”s  spelling  and  grammar  were  atrocious 
but  they  improved  after  his  plays.  He  made  several  attempts  to  find  out  who  "we” 
was.  He  once  wrote  "Who  are  you?”,  but  his  only  reply  was  an  insult  that  "we” 
had  certainly  not  learned  from  Ed. 

For  the  next  ten  years  Ed  wrote  plays  and  stories  one  after  the  other.  "We” 
corrected  the  plots  and  Ed  corrected  "we’”s  spelling  mistakes.  He  could  never  discover 
"we’”s  true  identity  or  how  "we”  wrote  "our”  notes.  When  he  looked  they  had 
always  been  written  and  by  then  it  was  too  late. 

One  day  in  the  middle  of  the  second  scene  of  the  third  act  of  one  of  his  plays 
he  saw  a  ship  near  the  island.  Instantly  forgetting  the  play,  Ed  jumped  up  and  down, 
burnt  his  hut,  and  yelled  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  employing  all  the  traditional  methods 
of  attracting  attention.  The  ship  saw  him  and  came  to  pick  him  up.  He  wrote  a  last 
note  of  goodbye  to  "we”.  "We”  answered  "See you  son,  making  a  last  spelling  mistake 
that  Ed  corrected.  "Soon,  not  son,  please”.  Then  he  left. 
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Later  when  asked  how  he  had  avoided  going  mad  when  he  was  all  alone,  Ed 
told  the  story  of  "we”,  but  no-one  believed  him.  He  tried  to  show  them  the  notes 
but  they  had  disappeared  from  his  papers.  Soon  Ed  himself  began  to  have  doubts 
and  by  the  time  he  reached  home  he  was  convinced  he  had  only  imagined  "we”. 

But  he  was  not  destined  to  forget  "we”  so  easily.  One  morning  a  small  piece  of 
paper  caught  his  attention.  It  said  "Aha,  thought  you  had  lost  us,  eh.  Well  we’re  bak. 
Good  morning.”  Ed  could  hardly  believe  his  eyes.  Automatically  he  corrected  the 
spelling  mistake  and  started  asking  himself  all  the  old  questions  about  "we”. 

From  then  on  "we”  was  his  constant  companion,  correcting  his  plays  as  he  corrected 
"their”  spelling  mistakes.  Ed  became  one  of  the  best  actors  and  playwrights  in  the 
world.  In  public  he  always  attributed  his  success  to  the  long  rest  he  had  had  on  the 
island  but  he  knew  that  in  fact  the  credit  should  go  to  his  invisible  audience. 

NORA  HAGUE,  Upper  Fifth 


NEXT  YEAR 

Kathy,  our  head,  is  off  for  a  gym. 

One  large  enough  to  take  phys.  ed.  in. 

We  find  Jorie,  Carol,  and  Bev  praying  for 
The  deans  of  the  States  to  open  their  door. 

We’re  sure  that  Jarvissimo  won’t  hesitate 
To  go  to  McGill  and  find  out  what  waits. 

And  Claire,  is  it  true  that  math  is  your  goal? 

A  woman  of  business,  well  dear,  bless  your  soul. 

Our  bets  are  all  down  so  Joel  what’s  your  fate? 

A  college  or  better— we  anxiously  wait. 

Bettye  and  "Slim  Ange”  at  McGill  find  new  courses. 

That’s  next  year  though  girls,  so  please  hold  your  horses. 

Lizette  gave  up  nursing,  now  college  is  in. 

Her  keenness  will  constantly  many  friends  win. 

Cath-bird  (that’s  Peters)  is  busy  with  thought, 

With  "What  shall  I  do— more  studies  or  not?” 

But  Margy  well  knows-her  future  is  set 
For  art— the  museum  will  teach  her  we  bet. 

Gail  enters  science  next  year  in  the  fall. 

We  hope  you’ll  have  fun  with  the  physics  and  all. 

Xenia  likes  languages„several  it’s  true, 

Your  future  is  brilliant— such  fields  to  pursue. 

Susie  for  nursing  has  raised  her  voice, 

A  course  at  the  Childrens’  is  now  her  first  choice 
Rosie  awaits  next  year  with  big  eyes. 

McGill  must  be  it — "Come  soon”  she  now  sighs. 

Lynn  will  suceed,  we  never  doubt  that, 

Each  college  she  writes  to  dons  "welcome”  door  mat. 

If  Penny  can  take  off  her  shades  for  a  while 
She’ll  study  some  science  or  study  her  smile. 

Mary  as  nursey  will  wear  white  all  day. 

No  sickness  will  last  near  her  come  what  may. 

Holly  may  act  or  to  Carleton  run 
Depending  on  which  she  decides  is  more  fun. 

HOLLY  NELSON,  Sixth  Form 
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THE  LOWER  SCHOOL 


BEING  SICK 

When  I  was  sick 
I  said  to  Jean 
"I  know  I'm  going 
To  turn  all  green.” 

Staying  in  bed 

With  nothing  to  do 
All  because  of 

The  miserable  flu. 

PADDY  MACKENZIE,  Upper  A 


WIND 

This  way  and  that  the  wind  does  blow, 
This  way  and  that  the  leaves  do  fall. 
Hither  and  thither  berries  are  scattered. 
Oh  the  wind  does  blow  so  hard, 

And  yet  no  one  can  see  it. 

EVELYN  DURNFORD,  Upper  A 


THE  RED  BALLOON 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  blue  balloon  who  was  going  to  have  a  baby.  Her 
husband  Mr.  Purple  wanted  to  have  many  babies  but  she  did  not.  She  wanted  to  have 
just  one— a  red  balloon  to  brighten  up  the  house.  Their  house  was  a  palace  in  Baylick 
Land.  It  was  very  dark  and  gloomy  in  Baylick  Land  so  they  needed  lots  of  lights. 
The  Baylickians  did  not  like  this  as  thirty-three  balloons  had  been  lost  because  they 
had  popped  from  the  heat.  You  see  the  lady  balloons  had  to  sit  beside  lights  to  hatch 
their  babies  and  they  would  be  risking  their  lives.  One  day  Mrs.  Blue  announced  that 
she  was  going  to  have  a  baby  balloon.  She  sat  beside  the  smallest  lamp  and  started 
to  wish  that  she  was  going  to  have  a  baby  red  balloon.  It  was  a  custom  in  those 
days  to  wish  what  you  were  going  to  give  birth  to.  She  wished  and  wished  and  finally 
a  red  balloon  was  born.  It  was  a  boy  and  he  was  the  most  beautiful  colour  of  red 
you  ever  saw. 

SANDY  MCDOUGALL,  Upper  A 
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THE  STORY  OF  LEO  THE  LION 


Once  upon  a  time  in  the  jungle  there  lived  a  lion  called  Leo.  Now  Leo  wasn’t 
an  ordinary  lion.  He  was  yellow  with.green  spots.  You  see,  he  really  came  from  Mars! 
One  day  a  rocket  ship  was  taking  a  circus  to  Saturn  and  Leo  fell  out.  He  fell  down, 
down,  and  down  thinking  he’d  never  stop.  When  he  did  stop  he  didn’t  hurt  himself 
because  Martian  lions  are  like  that.  He  felt  a  little  scared  when  he  found  himself  in 
the  jungle  but  in  a  few  days  he  had  made  friends  with  all  the  animals.  Every  time 
a  hunter  saw  Leo  he’d  run  and  hide.  Leo  enjoyed  this  because  he  didn’t  like  to  be 
disturbed.  The  animals  and  people  of  Mars  missed  Leo  but  they  had  a  plan.  They 
knew  where  Leo  had  fallen  so  they  decided  to  go  and  pick  him  up.  Now  this  was  a 
hard  job  because  they  did  not  want  to  be  seen.  Luckily  someone  had  just  invented 
disappearing  powder  so  when  they  got  in  the  jungle  they  were  not  seen.  It  took  them 
a  very  long  time  to  catch  Leo  and  take  him  back  to  Mars.  At  first  Leo  was  a  bit 
sad  but  he  became  happy  again.  In  a  few  years  he  got  married  and  had  twelve  children, 
six  boys  and  six  girls.  Everybody  still  remembers  Leo  on  Mars.  They  even  stuffed 
him  when  he  died  and  put  him  in  the  museum. 


ROBIN  CURRY,  Upper  A 


THREE  JOLLY  FISHERMEN 

Three  jolly  fishermen  went  out  to  sea, 

One  fell  out. 

One  choked, 

And  one  stayed  with  me. 

Three  jolly  fishermen  went  out  from  shore. 
The  boat  hit  a  rock, 

One  fell  out, 

And  left  only  me. 

GILLIAN  STIKEMAN,  Lower  A 
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A  STRANGE  ANIMAL 


Once  there  was  an  animal  that  had  eight  legs.  There  were  four  red  legs  and  four 
blue.  The  animal  had  wings  that  were  orange,  black,  blue,  purple,  yellow,  and  brown. 
This  animal  could  only  walk  on  its  head  and  when  it  walked  its  legs  touched  the  sky. 
Ilis  body  was  green  with  mauve,  turquoise,  pink,  and  grey  squares  and  dots.  He  had 
five  long  purple  tusks  and  green  teeth  and  tongue.  He  had  six  black  ears  with  yellow 
circles  in  them.  He  had  a  bushy  blue  tail  just  like  a  squirrel.  His  name  was  the  Ratas- 
calamamitan. 

DENISE  DE  MARTIGNY,  Upper  A 


THE  RABBIT 


THE  SNOWMAN 


There  once  was  a  rabbit 
Who  had  an  odd  habit, 

He’d  go  out  and  kick  a  fox 
And  then  they’d  start  to  box. 
Now  one  day  as  he  tried  it 
He  learned  how  hard  a  fox  bit. 
So  now  he’s  a  good  rabbit 
And  no  longer  has  a  habit. 

SARAH  SCOTT,  Lower  A 


There  is  a  little  snowman 
And  his  name  is  Bo. 

He  lives  down  in  the  garden 
Where  the  weeping  willows  grow. 

In  spring  when  the  sun  shines  brightly 
All  that  will  be  left  of  little  Bo 
Is  his  hat  and  broom  that  gleams. 


CARRIE  MCDOUGALL,  Lower  A 
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MAY 


SPARKLING  THINGS 


As  I  was  a-walking 
A-walking  in  May, 

I  heard  the  song 
That  a  flutist  did  play. 
So  happy  and  gay 
I  danced  so  joyfully 
And  went  on  my  way. 


The  moon  is  walking  in  her  sparkling  gleam 
Going  along  on  her  silvery  beam. 

Little  stars  are  running  around 

Their  shimmering  lights  in  the  sky  abound. 

Fire  flies  spill  out  their  twinkling  light 

The  moon  beams  chase  shadows  across  the  dark  night. 


CAROL  BEARDMORE,  Upper  A 


MARY  THORNTON,  Upper  A 


THE  THREE  MONKEYS 

Once  there  were  two  monkeys  that  wanted  a  baby.  They  had  hoped  for  one  since 
they  were  married  ten  years  ago.  They  loved  babies  since  they  were  young.  It  was  near 
Christmas  and  the  two  monkeys  wanted  their  baby  on  Christmas  day.  That  would  be 
the  nicest  Christmas  present  they  ever  had  since  they  were  born.  One  day  the  mother 
monkey  had  a  sore  stomach.  It  took  her  a  few  days  to  recover.  She  said  to  the  father 
monkey  "I  think  we  are  going  to  have  a  baby  tonight.”  That  night  they  did  but  the 
baby  was  still  weak.  The  father  said  to  the  mother  "What  shall  we  call  him  my  dear?” 
The  mother  said  "Let  us  call  him  Edward.”  So  they  did  and  the  three  monkeys  lived 
happily  ever  after. 


PEGGY  IIAMPSON,  Upper  A 


WEE  DUM  DIE 

Wee  dum  die 
Over  the  sty, 

Down  through  the  meadow  green 
And  over  the  big  brown  beam. 

Over  the  sea  where  the  fishes  swim, 

Over  the  mountains  to  you. 

I  like  you  and  you  like  me 
So  we  will  dance  the  whole  night  through 

HEATHER  RATCLIFF,  Lower  A  WENDY  GOODALL,  Lower  A 


MY  DOG 

I  have  a  little  doggy 
Who  does  not  bark  at  all, 

He  always  understands  me 
When  I  say  the  word  "ball”. 
He  can’t  say  "Miyou” 

He  can’t  say  "Moo”, 

But  I’m  very  happy 
Even  with  you. 
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ALICE 


Alice  oh  Alice  where  have  you  been? 

I’ve  been  to  France  but  there  wasn't  a  queen. 

Alice  oh  Alice  what  did  you  see? 

I  saw  a  cat  caught  up  in  a  tree. 

Alice  oh  Alice  what  did  you  do? 

1  gave  him  one  bottle,  two  bottles  of  glue. 

Alice  oh  Alice  how  can  that  help? 

When  he  gets  his  paws  stuck  he’ll  give  a  great  yelp. 

Alice  oh  Alice  you  are  so  smart. 

I  know,  I  know,  that’s  the  nice  part. 


CAROLYN  MURPIIY,  Upper  A 


THE  STAR  THAT  FORGOT  TO  GO  TO  BED 

One  day  in  the  morning  I  was  surprised  to  see  a  little  star.  Then  a  cloud  bumped 
into  him  and  I  was  sure  he  would  fall.  I  was  right.  When  he  got  to  earth  he  was  so 
shiny  I  could  hardly  see.  Then  I  heard  him  calling  'Mummy,  Mummy’.  I  ran  and  got 
my  sister  but  she  couldn’t  see  anything  and  thought  I  was  dreaming.  I  saw  him  again 
after  lunch.  Just  then  a  huge  star  came  down  and  the  to  stars  began  to  fight.  They 
fought  all  that  day  and  night  and  Ml  the  next  morning  but  in  the  afternoon  I  saw 
only  one  star  on  the  ground.  He  was  not  shiny  any  more.  He  was  all  ragged  and  a  lot 
of  shiny  pieces  were  on  the  ground.  I  took  him  home  and  nursed  him  for  three 
or  four  days  and  then  what  do  you  know,  next  morning  he  was  shiny  again  and 
decided  to  go  home  and  that  is  how  we  got  the  evening  star. 

MOLLY  DOHENY,  Lower  A 


THE  FUNNY  MAN 

One  day,  when  I  was  crossing  a  street, 

The  strangest  person  you  ever  coidd  meet 
Was  sitting  upon  a  dark  green  seat. 

He  wore  a  coat  of  yellow  and  had  boots  on  his  feet, 
His  nose  it  was  crooked,  bright  purple  his  eye. 

His  feet  were  so  short,  his  pants  of  blue  sky. 

He  dropped  his  bag  with  a  great  big  sigh, 

And  he  was  quite  different  from  you  or  I. 


LUCIE  FONTEIN,  Upper  A 
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The  Turnabout  Shop  is  once  again  completing  another  successful  year. 

The  connection  between  the  school  continues  to  be  close.  We  had  another  exhibit 
at  the  last  school  bazaar  and  Old  Girls  continue  to  give  their  valuable  help  to  the 
Shop  by  donating  clothes  and  by  working  as  volunteers.  The  School  assists  us  also 
by  sending  out  notices  to  the  parents  for  us  twice  a  year. 

Business  is  beginning  to  boom  again,  as  the  weather  grows  warm.  Many  new 
suppliers  are  bringing  in  clothes.  Children’s  clothes  are  always  in  great  demand  and 
we  never  have  enough  of  them. 

We  were  able  to  send  the  Study  Pension  Fund  S6,750.00  and  we  feel  justly  proud 
of  this  contribution. 

People  are  frequently  asking,”  What  is  the  Turnabout  Shop?  Who  runs  it? 

Why  do  they  run  it?  Where  does  the  money  go?” 

We  answer  that  the  Old  Girls  of  the  Study  and  friends  of  the  School  run  the 
Shop  in  order  to  make  money  for  the  School.  Then  we  are  asked  what  the  money  is 
fore  and  we  say  that  it  is  for  the  Teachers’  Pension  Fund.  Everyone  thinks  that 
this  sounds  like  a  good  idea,  and  the  questions  usually  have  stopped  there. 

However,  in  the  last  few  years,  as  we  have  asked  our  volunteers  to  work  harder 
and  harder  to  increase  our  profits,  that  we  might  turn  over  larger  and  larger  amounts 
to  the  School,  questions  have  been  asked  as  to  where  and  how  this  money  has  been 
used,  why  so  much  is  needed,  and  how  much  more  is  required;  in  other  9ords,  how 
much  longer  it  will  be  necessary  to  operate  the  Shop. 

A  compulsory  contributary  Pension  plan  was  put  into  the  School  in  1956,  from 
which  it  is  expected  teachers  will  receive  an  adequate  pension  upon  reaching 
retiring  age. 

However,  some  members  of  the  staff,  although  they  have  given  many  years  of 
sendee  to  the  School,  will  reach  the  retiring  age  before  they  have  been  able  to  build 
up  an  adequate  pension,  having  only  contributed  to  this  fund  since  1956.  It  is  these 
teachers  whom  the  founders  of  the  Shop  had  in  mind  when  they  started  the  Turnabout 
Shop. 
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On  an  actuarial  basis,  $60,000  is  needed  to  purchase  paid-up  annuities  to  give 
these  teachers  a  minimum  pension.  The  School  does  not  have  the  money  to  do  this. 

The  Turnabout  Shop  has  turned  over  to  date  $37,350  but  as  this  amount  is  not 
enough  to  buy  the  necessary  annuities,  payments  to  the  teachers  now  on  pension  have 
been  made  up  from  the  interest  earned  from  tins  invested  capital,  and  the  balance 
coming  from  general  school  funds.  It  is  hoped  that  this  policy  can  be  continued; 
however,  if  the  demand  in  any  one  year  becomes  too  heavy,  the  capital  will  have 
to  be  used. 

The  Board  of  the  School  would  like  the  Shop  to  continue  to  operate  at  least 
until  they  have  the  $60,000  which  will  enable  them  to  guarantee  these  teachers  a 
minimum  pension. 

The  need  for  the  money  made  by  the  Shop  is  very  real,  and  the  work  done  by 
the  volunteers  most  worthwhile.  Let  us  keep  it  up  until  the  goal  is  reached. 

We  are  sorry  to  lose  four  directors  this  year:  Mrs.  Duder  and  Mrs.  Egar  who  have 
done  the  Pay-off  so  efficently  this  year,  and  Mrs.  Fontein  who  has  had  a  most  difficult 
year  as  Volunteer  Chairman  for  the  afternoons.  We  are  extremely  grateful  to  our 
Treasurer,  Miss  Miriam  Tees  who  has  handled  this  large  job  as  well  as  a  full  time  one, 
for  the  last  four  years,  so  efficiently. 

At  all  times  the  co-operation  and  enthusiasm  of  our  Shop  Manager,  Miss  Tapner, 
have  been  directed  towards  the  success  of  the  Shop,  and  we  can’t  praise  her  enough 
for  keeping  the  whole  operation  running  so  smoothly.  Mrs.  Lee  has  been  her  right 
hand  on  Saturdays,  and  Mrs.  Grant  has  helped  two  afternoons  a  week  with  the  Book¬ 
keeping. 

With  all  out  thanks  to  the  volunteers  and  kind  friends  who  have  helped  us  in 
so  many  ways,  on  behalf  of  the  Directors  of  the  Turnabout  Shop. 

JOAN  MACKENZIE  and  AUDREY  SAVAGE 


1964-1965  VOLUNTEERS 


Mrs.  S.  Adams,  Mrs.  J.  Amsden,  Mrs.  II.  Bates,  Mrs.  J.  Benbow,  Mrs.  K.  Berlin, 
Mrs.  R.S.  Bilks,  Mrs.  J.  Burtch,  Mrs.  J.  Carling,  Mrs.  A.  Carlson,  Mrs.  L.  Carroll, 
Mrs.  E.  Christmas,  Mrs.  G.  Copping,  Mrs.  R.  Daigneault,  Mrs.  W.  Davidson,  Mrs.  M. 
de  Martigny,  Mrs.  A.  de  Pass,  Mrs.  F.  Fairman,  Mrs.  G.  Fisher,  Mrs.  A.  Gilday,  Mrs. 
H.  Galt,  Mrs.  J.  Graham,  Mrs.  P.  Gould,  Mrs.  M.  Hannaford,  Mrs.  A.  Johnson,  Mrs. 
T.  King,  Mrs.  D.  Lane,  Mrs.  A.  Lyman,  Mrs.  N.  Manning,  Mrs.  A.  McCall,  Mrs.  E. 
McIntosh,  Mrs.  T.  Nelson,  Mrs.  R.  Newman,  Mrs.  L.  Packard,  Mrs.  N.  Phemister, 
Mrs.  B.  Porteous,  Mrs.  J.M.  Savage,  Mrs.  R.  Scrivener,  Mrs.  A.  Sheanvood,  Mrs.  C. 
Smart,  Mrs.  R.  Smith,  Mrs.  W.  Stewart,  Mrs.  A.  Thom,  Mrs.  G.  Trower,  Mrs.  G.  Watt, 
Mrs.  G.  White. 


THE  STUDY  OLD  GIRLS  ASSOCIATION 


EXECUTIVE  1964—65 


Mrs.  Alex.  H.  Holden  (Jean  Gordon) . Presidents 

Mrs.  W.  Stauble  (Jean  Rutherford) 

Mrs.  H.  Hallward  (Martha  Fisher) . Vice-President 

Mrs.  R.  L.  Munro  (Patsy  MacDermot) . Secretary 

Mrs.  L.  Walls  (Barbara  MacLean) . Treasurer 


COMMITTEE 

Mrs.  J.  M.  Cape  (Betty  Ogivie) 

Mrs.  I).  MaeKenzie  (Elizabeth  Hodge) 

Mrs.  A.  Gilday  (Rose  Robertson) 

Mrs.  J.  Kemp.  (Patsy  Hanson) 

Martha  Trower  sixth  form  representative. 

PRESIDENT’S  REPORT 

When  we  stop  to  remember  that  this  is  the  fiftieth  birthday  of  the  Study,  one 
tends  to  become  reminiscent,  especially  when  one’s  own  memories  date  back  to  the 
early  years. 

However,  the  world  if  changing  rapidly;  while  our  memories  go  back  to  the  past, 
our  ideas  and  outlook  must  go  forward  to  the  challenge  of  the  future,  and  how  we 
can  best  serve  the  school.  We  have  a  continual  flow  of  youth  joining  our  ranks  every 
year  to  keep  us  forever  young,  and  we  sincerely  hope  the  more  recent  graduates  will 
take  an  active  interest  in  the  S.O.G.A.  in  promoting  an  atmosphere  of  friendship  and 
service  to  the  staff  and  school.  Any  girl  who  has  been  at  the  school  for  two  years 
is  most  welcome  to  become  a  member.  Your  interest  makes  you  eligible. 

With  the  new  school,  interest  in  the  Old  Girl’s  Association  was  rekindled  in  1959. 
It  had  become  a  bit  lethargic.  I  am  also  told  that  the  birth  of  a  daughter  brings  an 
Old  Girl  to  our  attention! 

An  excellent  job  was  done  by  the  Association  in  helping  the  staff  and  Corporation 
complete  this  venture.  When  the  Board  reach  a  decision  concerning  the  right  use  of 
the  new  building  they  have  so  recently  acquired  this  past  year,  we  will  again  stand 
behind  them  to  give  any  assistance  they  require.  We  continue  to  help  each  year  by 
donating  $250  to  the  Building  Fund. 

Our  membership  now  stands  at  300  active  members,  and  because  the  new  system 
of  collecting  fees  inaugurated  last  year  has  proved  so  successful,  we  did  not  feel  it 
necessary  to  have  a  large  Money  Raising  project  this  winter.  We  have  been  able 
to  look  forward  to  our  50th,  Birthday  Party  without  any  financial  worries. 

The  S.O.G.A.  is  very  proud  of  all  the  graduates  who  are  following  interesting 
courses  of  study  and  practising  fascinating  careers  in  many  different  places.  We  wish 
we  had  space  to  list  all  these  girl’s  activities.  Here  is  a  project  for  a  future  committee. 
The  most  recent  honours  go  to  Janet  Savage  Blatchford  who  has  been  awarded  a 
Fellowship  at  McGill  to  study  for  her  Doctorate  in  English.  Janet  and  Claire  Fisher 
Kerrigan  gained  their  M.A.  last  spring. 

Suzan  Darling  and  Lilian  Stein  won  their  B.A.  this  past  year,  and  Jacqueline 
Evans  has  now  completed  her  B.A.  and  Teacher’s  Diploma  from  Bishops  University. 

Jennifer  Dixon  is  studying  science  at  Dalhousie,  having  been  awarded  a  scholarship. 

The  next  50  years  will  bring  about  many  changes;  Study  Old  Girls  will  be  con¬ 
quering  new  fields  of  achievement:  It  should  be  fun.  The  future  recordings  on  this 
page  will  be  watched  with  interest. 

As  the  old  order  is  disturbed  by  the  tremendous  agitation  today,  we  hope  that 
the  Study  Old  Girls’  Association  can  weather  the  storm  and  keep  alive  the  traditions 
that  have  made  our  organization  unique. 


JEAN  HOLDEN 
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BIKTILS 


To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Duncan  MacCrimmon  (Sandra  Smith)  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  John  T.  Dodds  (Carlyn  Kruger)  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  William  Sofin  (Beverley  Mellen)  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  T.C.  Camp  (Sylvia  Ponder)  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs .  T.S.  Gillespie  (Carolne  Doyle)  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  R.C.E.  Field-Marsham  (Marilyn  Maughan)  a  son 

To  Mr-,  and  Mrs.  K.W.  Jackson  (Susan  Eversfield)  a  son 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Alan  Frosst  (Wilsie  Baxter)  a  son 

To  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Bruce  Boehm  (Lesley  Gray)  a  daughter 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.E.M.  Lawrence  (Anne  Cadman)  a  daughter 

MARRIAGES 

Jill  Jenkins  to  Maxmillan  Friedrich  Roemer 
Margaret  Ogilvie  to  Graham  Egerton  Brown 
Dorothy  McIntosh  to  John  R.  Waterson 
Dione  Newman  to  Robert  Arthur  Cameron  Hamilton 
Sonia  Newman  to  Richard  Havelock  Raikes 
Linda  Frosst  to  Stephen  Norman  Adams 
Linda  Coristine  to  John  Michael  Landsberg 
Ann  Crocker  to  Anthony  Wayne  Pallett 
Suzanne  Meagher  to  Gordon  William  Hall 
Margaret  Tennant  to  George  Evatt  Tice  McLaren 
Caroline  White  to  Wilfred  John  Lentz 
Angela  Cassils  to  Eric  Leslie  Darragh 
Nora  Walters  to  John  Gary  Ashby 

DEATHS 


Blair— Dorothy  Nelson 
Bushell— Frances  Margaret 
Dawes — Osla  (nee  Caines) 

The  school  also  records  with  regret  the  death  of  Jane  (nee 
Quinton)  the  wife  of  Mr.  John  Mitchell,  form  mistress  of  Lower 
A  1954-1956 


We  were  also  saddened  by  the  death  of  Agnes  Dickie,  until 
recently  the  housekeeper  of  the  Upper  School.  The  older  girls 
remember  with  sorrow  and  gratitude  her  many  kindnesses  to  them. 
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